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HESPEBIDES 



TO THE MOST ILLVSTmOVS, AND MOST HOPEFULL PRING 

CHARLES, PRINCE OF WALES 

Well may my Book come forth like Publique Dj 
When such a Light as You are leads the way : 
Who are my Works Creator, and alone 
The Flame of it, and the Expansion. 
And look how aH those heavenly Lamps acquire 
Light from the Sun^ that inezhausted Fire : 
So all my Morne, and Evening Stars from You 
Have their Existence, and their Influence too. 
Full is my Book of Glories ; but all These 
By You become Immortall Substances. 



s 




I SINS of Brooks, of Blossomes, Birds, and Bowers ; 
Of Apri], May, of June, and July-Fiowers. 
I King of May-poles, Hock-carU,' Wassails, Wakes,. 
Of Bride-gTooms, Brides, and of their Bridall-caki 
I write of Youth, of Love, and have Accesse 
By these, to aing of cleanly-WantomieBse. 
1 sing of Dewes, of Raioes, and piece by piece 
Of Balme, ofOyle, of Spice, and Amber-Ureece. 
I nag of Times trans-shifting ; and I write 
How Rosea first came Red, and Lillies \VliitQ. 
I write of Groves, of Twilights, and I sing 
e Coort of Mab, and of the Fairie-Klng. 
^te of HeU ; I sing (and ever shall) 
*" a, aad hope to have it after all. 



To HIS Muse 

Wbithbb, Mad maiden, wilt thou ruame? 
Farre safer 'twere to stay at homo ; 
Where thou mayst sit, and piping please 
Tlie poore and private Cottages. 
Since CoatM,! and Hamlets, be^t agree 
AVilh this thy meaner Minstralsie." 
I'here with the Reed, thou mayst expret^se 
Tie Shepherds Fleecie happini — 
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^^KAnd with thy Eclogues intermixe 
^^r 3ome smooth, and harrnle^so Beueolicks. 
There on a Hillock thou mayst sing 
Uuto a handsome ShephnrdliDg- ; 
Or to a Girle (that keeps the Neat) 
With breath more sweet than Violet. 
There, there, (perhaps) such Lines as These 
May take the simple ViUages. 
But for the Court, the Country wit 
Is despicable unto it. 
Staf Uien at home, and doe not goe 
Or flie abroad to seeke for woe- 
Contempts in Courts and Cities dwell ; 
No Criticfc haunts the Poore man's Cell : 
Where thou mayst hear thine own lines read 
By no one tongue, there, censured. 
That man's unwise will search for 111, 
And may prevent it, sitting still. 



^*Wi 



To HIS BOOKE 



fe 



thou didst keep thy Candor undefil'd, 
Deerel)' I lov'd thee ; as my first-home child : 
But when I saw thee wantonly to roame 
From house to house, and never stay at home ; 
I brake my bonds of Love, and bad thee goe, 
Regordlesae whether well thou sped'st, or no. 
On with thy fortunes then, what e're they he ; 
If good 1 'le smile, if had I 'le sigh for Thee. 



To rend my Booke the Virgin shio 

May blush, (while Brutus staudeth by ;) 

But when He's gone, read through what's writ 

And never itaina a cheeks for it. ■ 
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To THE SOURS Reader 



If thou dislik'st the Piece thou light'st on first ; 
Thinke that of All^ that I have writ, the worst : 
But if thou read'st my Booke unto tne end^ 
And still do'st this^ and that verse^ reprehend : 
O Perverse man ! If All disgustfull he^ 
The £ztreame Scahhe take thee^ and thine^ for me. 



To HIS BOOKB 

Come thou not neere those men^ who are like Bread 
Cre-leven'd ; or like Cheese o're-renetted. 

When he would have his verses read 

In sober mornings^ doe not thou reherse 

Hie holy incantation of a verse ; 

But when that men have both well drunk«^ and fed^ 

Let my Enchantments then be sung^ or read. 

When Laurell spirts i' th' fire^ and when the Hearth 

Smiles to it selfe^ and guilds the roofe with mirth ; 

When up the Thyrse ^ is rais'd^ and when the sound 

Of sacred Orgies^ fljes^ A rounds A round ; 

When the Rose raignes, and locks with ointments 

shine^ 
Let rigid Cato read these Lines of mine. 

Upon Julias Recovery 

Droop^ droop no more, or hang the head. 

Ye Roses almost withered ; 

Now strength, and newer Purple get. 

Each here declining Violet. 

O Primroses ! let this day be 

A Resurrection unto ye ; 

* * A javelin twind with Ivy.*— H. 

* * SongB to Bacchus.'— H. 
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And to all flowers all^'d !□ blood, 
Or sworn to that sweet Siater-hood : 
For Health on Julia's cheek hath shed 
Clarret, and Creaine comniing'led. 
And those her lips doe now appears 
As beamee of Corrall, but more cleare. 



To Silvia to wed 

r UB (though late) at last (my Silvia) wed; 
And lovinc; lie in one devoted bed. • 

Tbj Watch may stand, my minutes fly poste hn 
No sound calls back the jeere that once is past. 
Then sweetest Silvia, let's no longer stay; 
1 True love, tee kjiom, precipitates delay, 
■ Away with doubts, all sfruples hence remove ; 
an at one time, can be unse, and love. 



Thb Pabluhent of Roses to Jitlia 

To meet and sit in Parliament : 
Tlie |il(icc for these, and for the rest 
Of flowers, was thy spotlesse breast : 
Over the which a State was drawne 
Of Tiffanie, or Cob-web Lawne ; 
Then in that Parly, all those powers 
Voted the Rose, the Queen of flowers. 
But so, as that her self should be 
The maide of Honour unto thee. 



The Frozen Heaht 

I FREEZE, I freeze, and nothing- dwels 
In me but Snow, and ysicles. 
For pitties sake, give your advice. 
To laelt thU buow, and thaw this ice ; 
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I 'le drink down Flames^ but if so be 
Nothing but love can supple me ; 
I 'le rather keepe this frosty and snow^ 
Then to be thaw'd^ or heated so. 



To Perilla 

Ah^ my Perilla ! do'st thou grieve to see 

M e^ day by day^ to steale away from thee ? 

Age cals me hence^ and my gray haires bid come^ 

And haste away to mine eternal home ; 

'Twill not be long (Perilla) after this. 

That I must give thee the supremest kisse : 

Dead when I am^ first cast in salt^ and bring 

Part of the creame from that Religious Spring ; 

With which (Perilla) wash my hands and feet ; 

That done^ then wind me in that very sheet 

Which wrapt thy smooth limbs (when thou didst 

implore 
The Goas protection^ but the night before) 
Follow me weeping to my Turfe, and there 
Let £ei11 a Primrose^ and with it a teare : 
Then lastly^ let some weeklynstrewings be 
Devoted to the memory of me : 
Then shall my Ghost not walk about, but keep 
Still in the coole, and silent shades of sleep. 



A SoNo TO THE Maskers 

1. Come down, and dance ye in the toyle 

Of pleasures, to a Heate ; 
But if to moisture. Let the oyle 
Of Roses be your sweat. 

2. Not only to your selves assume 

These sweets, but let them fly ; 
From this, to that, and so Perfume 
E^ne all the standers by. 
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. Ab Goddease Isis {when she weut 
Or glided throuj;h the eti'e^t) 
Made all that touch't her, with her Ecent, 
And whom ehe touch't, turue sweet. 



To 

Wbem 1 thy Parts runne o're, I can't espie 

In any one, the least indecencie : 

But every Line and Limb diffused thence, 

Afaire, and unfamiliar eKcellenee: 

So, that the more 1 look, the more 1 prove, 

Tber's still more cause, why I the more should loi 



To nis Mistresses 

Helpe me ! helps ma ! now I call 

To my pretty Witchcrafts all ; 

Old 1 am, and cannot do 

That, I was accustflm'd to. 

Bring your Magicks, Spels, and Charmes, 

To enflesh my thighs, and armes : 

la there no way to beget 

In my limbs their former heat ? 

^son had (as Poets faine) 

Baths that made him youngp againe : 

Find that Medicine (if you can) 

For your drie-decrepid man : 

Who would faine his strength renew. 

Were it but to pleasure you. 



I 



Tbe Wouhded Heart 

CoHE hrinjr your sampler, and with Art, 
Draw iii't a wounded Heart: 
And dropping here, and there : 
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Not that I thinke^ that any Dart^ 
Can make your's hleed a teare : 
Or pierce it any where ; 
Tet doe it to this end^ that I^ 

May hy 
This secret see. 
Though you can make 
That Heart to hleed, your's ne'r will ake 

For me. 



No LOATHSOMNESSB IN LoYE 

What I fancy, I approve. 

No Dislike there is in love : 

Be my Mistresse short or tall^ 

And distorted there-withall : 

Be she likewise one of those. 

That an Acre hath of Nose : 

Be her forehead, and her eyes 

Full of incongruities : 

Be her cheeks so shallow too. 

As to shew her Tongue wag through : 

Be her lips ill hung, or set. 

And her grinders hlack as jet ; 

Ha's she thinne haire, hath she none^ 

She 's to me a Paragon. 



To Anthea 

Ip^ deare Anthea, my hard fate it he 
To live some few-sad-howers after thee : 
Thy sacred Corse with Odours I will hume ; 
And with my Lawrell crown thy Golden Vrne. 
Then holding up (there) such religious Things^ 
As were (time past) thy holy Filitings : 
Nere to thy Reverend Pitcher I will fall 
Down dead for grief, and end my woes withall : 
80 three in one small plat of ground shall ly, 
Anthea, Herrick^ and his Poetry. 



.< 
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The Weeping Cherry 

I SAW a Cherry weep, and why ? 

Why wept it ? out for shame^ 
Because my Julia's lip was by. 

And did out-red the same. 

But, pretty Fondling, let not fall 

A teare at all for that : 
Which Rubies, Corralls, Scarlets, all 

For tincture, wonder at. 



Soft Musick 

I The mellow touch of musick most doth wounc 

I - The soule, when it doth rather sigh, then soui 

I 

His Answer to a Question 

> Some would know 

Why I so 
Long still doe tarry. 

And ask why 

Here that I 
live, and not marry ? 

Thus I those 

Doe oppose ; 
What man would be here. 

Slave to Thrall, 

If at all 
He could live free here ? 

Upon Julia's Fall 

JvLiA was carelesse, and withall. 
She rather took, then got a fall : 
The wanton Ambler chanc'd to see 
Part of her legg's sinceritie : * 

Sinoeritys'piireness,' 'whiteness.* 
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And ravish'd thus^ It came to passe^ 
The Nagge (like to the Prophets Asse^) 
Began to speak^ and would have heen 
A telling what rare sights h'ad seen : 
And had told all ; hut did refraine^ 
Because his Tongue was t/d againe. 



LOVE^ WHAT IT IS 

Love is a circle that doth restlesse move 
In the same sweet eternity of love. 



Presence and Absence 

When what is lov'd is Present^ love doth spring ; 
But being absent^ Love lies languishing. 



No Spouse but a Sister 

A BACHELOUR I will 

Live as I have liv'd stilly 
And never take a wife 
To crucifie my life : 
But this I 'le tell ye too^ 
What now I meane to doe ; 
A Sister (in the stead 
Of Wife) about I 'le lead ; 
Which I will keep embrac'd, 
And kisse^ but yet be chaste. 



The Pomander ^ Bracelet 

To me my Julia lately sent 
A Bracelet richly Redolent : 
The Beads I kist^ but most lov'd her 
That did perfume the Pomander. 

^ Pomander, pomme d^ambre^ a perfome-boJl. 



i 
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Antrba bade me tye her sliooe ; 
I did ; and kist the Instep too : 
And would Lave kist unto her knee. 
Had not her Blush rebuked me. 



I^B Carkanet 

Instead of Orient Pearls, of Jet, 
I Bent my Love a Karkanet ; 
About ber spotleese neck she knit 
The lace, to honour me, or it : 
Then think how wrapt was I to see 
My Jet t' enthrall such Ivorie. 



His SAiLiNO fbom Julia 

y aHM that day comes, whose evening sayea I 'm 
Unto that wstrie Desolation : 
Devoutly to tby (JloBet-gode then pray. 
That my wing'd Ship may meet no Remora.' 
Tbose DeiUes which circum-walk the Seas, 
And look upon our dreadfuil passages, 
Will from all dangers, re-deliver me. 
For one drink-offering, poured out by thee, i 

Mercie and Truth live with thee J and forbeare i 

(In my short absence) to unsluce a tearo : J 

But yet for Love's-sake, let thy lips due this. 
Give my dead picture oi;e engendring kisse : 
Work that to life, and let me ever dwell 
In thy remembrance (Julia). So farewell. ' 

> Hemura. — A fish having an adhenve dka or sucker on 
top of the head, fabled b; the anoieata to have marvell 
.jlowBa oi lielajing tihipa. 
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How THE WaUt-FLOWEB CAME FIRST^ AND WHY 

80 CALLED 

Why this Flower is now call'd so, 
list' sweet maids^ and you shal know. 
Understand^ this First-ling was 
Once a brisk and bonny Lasse^ 
Kept as close as Danae was : 
Who a sprightly Springall lov'd^ 
And to have it fully prov'd^ 
Up she got upon a wall^ 
'Tempting down to slide withall : 
But tne silken twist unty*d^ 
So she fell, and bruis'd, she dy'd. 
Love^ in pitty of the deed^ 
And her loving-luckless'e speed, 
Tum'd her to this Plant, we call 
Now, The Flower of the Wall 



Why Flowers change colour 

These fresh beauties (we can prove) 
Once were Virgins sick of love, 
Tum'd to Flowers. Still in some 
Colours goe^ and colours come. 



To his Mistbesse objecting to him neitheb 
Toying ob Talking 

Tou sav I love not, 'cause I doe not play 
Still with your curies^ and kisse the time away. 
Ton blame me too^ because I cann't devise 
Some sport, to please those Babies in your eyes ; 
By Love's Religion, I must here confesse it^ 
Tne most I love^ when I the least ezpresse it. 
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Small griefs find tongues: Full Casques are ever f 
To give, (if any, yeh) but little sound. 
Deep viateTi nayse-lesse are; And this we know. 
That chiding streams betray small depth below. 
So when Love speechleaae is, she doth eicpresae 
A depth in love, and that depth, bottomlesae. 

Now aince my love is tougue-leBse, b" 

Who speak but little, 'cause I love ei 



] Upon the losse op his Mistbgsi 

1 SAVE lost, and lately, these 
Many dainty Mistresses : 
Stately Julia, prime of all; 
Sapho next, a principall : 
Smooth AQthea, for a skin 
Wiite, and Heaven-like Chrystallin 
Sweet Electra, and the choice 
Myrha, for the Lute, and Voice. 
Nairt, Corinna, for her wit, ' 

And the graceful use of it : 
With Perilla : All are gone ; 
Onely Herrick s left alone. 
For tu number sorrow by 
Their departures hence, and die. 



The DiiEiM 

— j-iuE thought (last night) Love in an anger came, 
' And brought a rod, so wtipt me with the same : 
Mirtle the twij^ were, meerly to imply. 
Love strikes, but 'tis with gentle crueltie. 
Patient 1 was : Love pitlfull grew tben. 
And stroak'd the stripes, and I was whole agen. 
Thus like a Bee, Love-gentle stil doth iiring 
hony to salve, where he before did sting. 
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To Love 



'm free from thee ; and thou no more shalt heare 
Ij paling Pipe to heat against thine eare : 
*arewell my shackles^ (though of pearle they he) 
uch precious thraldome ne'r shall fetter me. 
le loves his honds^ who when the first are hroke^ 
ubmits his neck unto a second yoke. 

On Himselfe 

YouNO I was^ hut now am old^ 
But 1 am not yet grown cold ; 
I can play, and I can twine 
'Bout a Virgin like a Vine : 
In her lap too I can lye 
Meltings and in fancie die : 
And return to life^ if she 
Claps my cheeky or kisseth me ; 
Thus, and thus it now appears 
That our love out-lasts our yeeres. 

Love's play at Push-pin ^ 

V Lovsand my selfe (heleeve me) on a day 
At childish Push-pin (for our sport) did play : 
I put^ he jpusht^ and heedless of my skin^ 
Love prickt my finger with a golden pin ; 
Since which^ it festers so^ that I can prove 
Twas hut a trick to poyson me with love : 
Little the wound was ; greater was the smart ; 
The finger hled^ hut humt was all my heart. 

The Rosarie 

One ask'd me where the roses grew ? 

I hade him not goe seek ; 
But forthwith hade my Julia shew 

A hud in either cheek. 

1 Push-pin, a child's game. 



I 
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Upon Uitpid 

OiiD wives have often told, how they 
Saw Cupid bitten by a flea : 
And thereupon, in tears half drowu'd. 
He cry'd aloud. Help, help the wound : 
He wept, he sobh'd, he call'd to some 
To bring him Lint, and Balsamum, 
To make a Tent,' and put it in, 
Wliere the Steletlo pierc'd the skin , 
Which being done, the fretfull paine 
Asswag'd, and he was well agaio. 



The PiBca, on. Three dainty Des 

Tub Akuilbt 
Thbbb lovely Sisters working were 

(As they were closely set) 
Of soft and dainty Maiden-baire, 

A curiouB Armelet. 
I smiling, ask'd them what they did?^ 

(Faire Deatinies all three) ' 

Who told me, they had drawn a thred 

Of Life, and 'twaa for me. 
They shew'd me then, how fine 'twas Rpi 

And I reply'd thereto, _ 

I care not now how soone 'tis done, 

Or cut, if cut by you. 



Julia and I did lately ait 
Playing for sport, at Clierry-pit : ^^ 

She tbrew ; I cast ; and haviog thrown^ 
I got the Pit, and she the Stone. 
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To Robin Rbi>-brest 

Laid oat for dead^ let thy last kindnesse be 
With leaves and mosse-work for to cover me : 
And while the Wood-nimphs my cold corps inter^ 
Sing thou my Dirge^ sweet- warbling Chorister ! 
For Epitaph^ in Foliage^ next write this^ 
Here, here, the tomb of Robin Herriek is. 



Discontents in Devon 

More discontents I never had 

Since I was born^ then here ; 
Where I have been^ and still am sad. 

In this dull Devon-shire : 
Yet justly too I must confesse ; 

I ne'r invented such 
Ennobled numbers for the Presse^ 

Then where I loath'd so much. 



To HIS Patbrnall Countrey 

O Earth ! Earth ! Earth ! heare thou my voice^ 

and be 
Loving, and gentle for to cover me : 
Banish d from thee I live ; ne'r to return^ 
Unlesse thou giv'st my small Remains an Urne. 

Cherrib-ripe 

Chbrrib-rope^ Ripe^ Ripe, I cry^ 
Full and faire ones ; come and buy : 
If so be^ you ask me where 
They doe grow ? I answer^ There^ 
Where my Julia's lips doe smile ; 
There's the Land^ or Cherry-Ile: 
Whose Plantations fully show 
All the yeere^ where Cherries grow, 

B 
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To HIS MlBTRBSSBS 

Put on your silks ; and piece by piece 
Give them the scent of Amber-Greece : 
And for your breaths too^ let them smell 
Ambrosia-like^ or Nectarell ; ^ 
While other Gums their sweets perspire^ 
By your owne jewels set on fire. 



To Anthba 

Now is the time^ when all the lights wax dim ; 
And thou (Anthea) must withdraw from him 
Who was thy servant. Dearest^ bury me 
Under that Holy-oke^ or Gospel-tree : 
Where (though thou see'st not) thou may think 

upon 
Me^ when thou yeerly go'st Procession : 
Or for mine honour^ lay me in that Tombe 
In which thy sacred Reliques shall have roome. 
For my Embalming (Sweetest) there will be 
No spices wanting^ when I 'm laid by thee. 



^ The Vision op Eleotra 

I drbam'd we both were in a bed 

Of Roses^ almost smothered : 

The warmth and sweetnes had me there 

Made lovingly familiar ; 

But that I heard thy sweet breath say^ 

Faults done by nighty will blush by day : 

I kist thee (panting)^ and I call 

Night to the Record ! that was all. 

But ah ! if empty dreames so please^ 

Love^ give me more such nights as these. 

1 Neotarell=*NeotareaL' 
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HXS REQITEST TO JuLIA 

JuuA^ if I chance to die 

Ere I print my Poetry ; 

I most humbly thee desire 

To commit it to the fire : 

Better 'twere my Book were dead^ 

Then to lire not perfected. 



The Soar-fire 

Water^ water I desire^ 
Here 's a house of flesh on fire : 
Ope' the fountains and the springs^ 
And come all to Buckittiugs : 
Wliat ye cannot quench^ pull downe ; 
Spoile a house^ to save a towne : 
Better 'tis that one shu'd fall^ 
Then by one to hazard all. 



Upon Silvia^ a Mistresse 

When some shall say^ Faire once my Silvia was ; 
Thou wilt complaine^ False now 's thy Looking-glasse : 
Which renders that quite tarnisht^ which was green ; 
And Priceless now^ what Peerless once had been : 
Upon thy Forme more wrinkles yet will fall^ 
And comming downe^ shall make no noise at all. 



Cheerfulnesse in Charitie : or^ The 
SWEET Sacrifice 

'Tis not a thousand Bullocks thies 
Can please those Heav'nly Deities^ 
If the Vower don't express 
In his Offerings Cheerfulness, 
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SWEETNESSB IN SaORIFICB 

'Tis not greatness they require^ 
To be offer'd up by fire : 
But 'tis sweetness that doth please 
Those Eternall Essences. 

Steamb in Saorifiob 

If meat the Gods give, I the steame 
High-towring wil devote to them : 
Whose easie natures like it well^ 
If we the roste have^ they the smell. 

Upon Julia's Voice 

So smooth^ so sweety so silv'ry is thy voice^ 

As^ could they hear^ the Damn'd would make 

no noise ; 
But listen to thee, (walking in thy chamber) 
Melting melodious words to Lutes of Amber. 

Againb 

When I thy singing next shall heare^ 
He wish I might turne all to eare^ 
To drink in Notes^ and Numbers ; such 
As blessed soules cann't heare too much : 
Then melted down, there let me lye 
Entranced, and lost confusedly ; 
And by thy Musique strucken mute^ 
Die and be turned into a Lute. 

All things decay and die 

All things decay with Time: The Forrest sees 
The growth, and down-fall of her aged trees ; 
That Timber tall^ which three-score lusters stood 
The proud Dictator of the State-like wood : 
I meane (the Soveraie^ne of all Plants) the Oke 
Droops^ dies^ and falls without the cleaver'g stroke 
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ThB succession of the FOURE sweet IfONTHS 

FiBST^ Aprils she with mellow showrs 
Opens the way for early flowers ; 
Then after her comes smiling May^ 
In a more rich and sweet aray ; 
Next enters June^ and brings us more 
Jems^ then those two^ that went before : 
Then (lastly) July comes^ and she 
More weallii brings in^ then all those three. 

No Shipwback of Vertub. To a Friend . 

Thou sail'st with others in this Argus here ; 
Nor wrack or Bulging thou hast cause to feare : 
But trust to this^ my noble passenger ; 
Who swims with Vertue^ he shall still be sure ' 

Sysses-like) all tempests to endure ; 
d 'midst a thousand gulfs to be secure. 

Upon his Sister-in-Law^ Mistresse 
Elizab: Herrick 

Viaar, for Effusions due unto the dead^ 
My solemne Vowes have here accomplished : 
Ntxt^ how I love thee^ that my griefe must tell^ 
Wherein thou liv'st for ever. Deare farewell. 

Of Love. A Sonet 

How Love came in^ I do not know^ 
Whether by th* eye, or eare, or no ; 
Or whether with the soule it came 
(At first) infused with the same ; 
Whether in part 'tis here or there. 
Or, like the soule, whole every where : 
This troubles me : but I as well 
As any other, this can tell ; 
That when from hence she does depart, 
The out-let then is from the heart. 
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To Anthea 

Ah^ my Anthea ! Must my heart still hreak ? 

(Love makes me write, what shame forbids to speak,) 

Give me a kisse^ and to that kisse a score ; 

Then to that twenty^ adde an hundred more : 

A thousand to that hundred : so kisse on^ 

To make that thousand up a million. 

Treble that million^ and when that is done^ 

Let 's kisse afresh^ as when we first begun. 

But yet^ though Love likes well such Scenes as 

these^ 
There is an Act that will more fully please : 
Kissing and glancing^ soothing^ all make way 
But to the acting of this private Play : 
Name it I would ; but being blushing red^ 
The rest lie speak^ when we meet both in bed. 



The Rook of Rubies : and The quarrib 

OF Pearls 

Some ask'd me where the Rubies grew ? 

And nothing I did say : 
But with my finger pointed to 

The lips of Julia. 
Some ask'd how Pearls did grow^ and where ? 

Then spoke I to my Girle, 
Topart her lips^ and shew'd them there 

The Quarelets ^ of Pearl. 



Conformitie 

Conformity was ever knowne 

A foe to Dissolution : 

Nor can we that a ruine call^ 

Whose crack gives crushing unto alL 

^ Quarrelets—' squared pieces.' 
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To THB KlNO^ UPON HIS COHMINO WITH HIS ArMY 

INTO THB West 

Welcome^ mo'st welcome to our Vowes and us^ 
Most great^ and universal! Genius ! 
The Drooping West^ whieh hitherto has stood 
As one^ in long-lamented-widow-hood^ 
Looks like a Bride now^ or a hed of flowers^ 
N>Bwly refresh't^ both by the Sun^ and showers. 
Wiar^ which before was horrid^ now appears 
Lovcdy in you^ brave Prince of Cavaliers ! 
A deiue of courage in each bosome springs 
By your accesse ; (O yoit the best of Kings !) 
Ride on with all white Omens ; so that where^ 
Your Standard 's up^ we fix a Conquest there. 

Upon Roses 

Under a Lawne^ then skyes more cleare 

Some ruffled Roses nestling were : 

And snugging there^ they seem'd to lye 

Afl in a nowrie Nunnery : 

They blush'd^ and look d more fresh then flowers 

Qoickned of late by Pearly showers ; 

And all^ because they were possest 

But of the heat of Julia's breast : 

Which as a warme^ and moistned springy 

Gave them their ever flourishing. 

To THE King and Queens^ upon thbib unhappy 

DISTANCES 

Woe^ woe to them^ who (by a ball of strife) 

Doe, and have parted here a Man and Wife : 

Chabim the best Husband^ while Maria strives 

To be. and is^ the very best of Wives : 

Like Streams^ you are divorc'd ; but 'twill come when^ 

Theee eyee of mine shall see you mix agen. 
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Thufi Hpeaka the Oke, here ; C. and M. i 
Treading on Amber, with their silver-fei 
Nor wi] t be locg', ere this accomplish'd 
The words found true, C. M. remember 



Tbb Cheat of Cupid : or. 

One Hilent night of late. 

When every creature rested. 

Came one unto my gate. 

And knocking, me molested. 

Who's that (said I) beats there. 
And trouliles thus the Sleepie? 

Cast off (said he) all feare. 

And let not Locks thus keep ye. 

For I a Boy am, vho 

By Moonlesse eights have swerved ; 
And all with showra wet through, 
And e'en with cold half starved. 

I pittifiill arose. 

And soon a Taper lighted ; 
And did my selfe disclose 

Onto the lad benighted. 

1 saw he had a Bow, 

And Winga too, which did shiver ; 
And looking down below, 

I spy'd he had » Quiver. 

1 to my Chimney's shine 

Brought him (as Love professes) 

Aod chaf 'd his hands with mine, 
And dry'd his dropping Tresses : 

But when he felt him warm'd, 
l«t "b try this bow of ours, 

And string, if they be hami'd. 
Said he, with these late Bhowra, 
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Fortliwitli his bow he bent^ 

And wedded string and arrow^ 
And struck me^ that it went 

Quite through my heart and marrow 

Then laughing loud^ he flew 

Away^ and thus said flyings 
Adieu^ mine Host^ Adieu^ 

He leave thy heart a dying. 



To THM UYEBBND SHADE OF HIS RELIGIOUS FaTHER 

That for seven Lusters 1 did never come 
To doe the Rites to thy Religious Tombe ; 
That neither haire was cut^ or true teares shed 
By me^ o'r thee (as justments to the dead)^ 
Forgive, forgive me ; since I did not know 
Whether thy bones had here their Rest, or no. 
Bat now 'tis known. Behold ; behold, I bring 
Unto thy Ghost th' ££Pu8ed Offering : 
And look, what Smallage,^ Night-shade, Cypresse, 

Yew, 
Unto the shades have been, or now are due. 
Here I devote ; And something more then so 
I come to ]iay a Debt of Birth 1 owe. 
Thou gav'st me life (but Mortall) ; For that one 
Favour, He make full satisfaction ; 
For my life mortall. Rise from out thy Herse, 
And take a life immortall from my Verse. 



Deijqht IK Disorder 

A swsBT disorder in the dresse 
Kindles in cloathes a wantonnesse : 
A Lawne about the shoulders thrown 
Into a fine distraction : 

' Smallage, eelery. 



I 

I 
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Aa erring Lace, which here and there 

Enthralls the Crimson Stomacher : 

A Cuffe negloctfull, and thereby 

Ribbands to How confuEedly; 

A winning wave (de« erring Note) 

In the tempestuous petticote : 

A carelesse Hhooe-string-, Ju whose tye 

I see a wilde civility: 

Dob more bewitch me, then when Art 

Is too precise in every part. 



To HIS Ml-be 

Whkh I to give thee Baptime, I wo'd chuse 
To Cbriaten thee, the Uride, the Bashful] Muse, 
Or Muse of Roses : since that name does fit 
Bert with those Virgia-verses thou hast writ : 
Wliich are so cleone, so chast, as none may feare 
Cato the Censor, sho'd he scan each here. 



LovB Bcorch'd my finder, but did spare 

The burning of my heart ; 
To signiGe, in Love tny share 

Sho'd be a little part 

Little I love ; but if that he 
Wo'd but that heat recall : 

Th&t joynt to ashes siio'd he burnt. 
Ere I wo'd love at all. 



D RtvEB IN Dhvon : 



Dban. 

Thy roekie bottome, that doth teare thy Btrei 
And makes them frantick, ev'ii to all 
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To my content^ I never slio'd behold^ 

Were thy streames silver^ or thy rocks all gold. 

Rockie thou art ; and rockie we discover 

Thy men ; and rockie are thy wayes all over. 

O men^ O manners ; There and ever knowne 

To be A Rockie Generation ! 

A people currish ; churlish as the seas ; 

And rude (almost) as rudest Salvages : 

With whom I did, and may re-sojoume when 

RcKskes turn to Rivers^ Rivers turn to Men. 

Kissing Usubie 

BlANOHA^ Let 

Me pay the debt 
I owe thee for a kisse 

Thou lend'st to me 

And I to thee 
Will render ten for this : 

If thou wilt say^ 

Ten will not pay 
For that so rich a one ; 

He cleare the summe^ 

If it will come 
Unto a Million. 

By this^ I guesse^ 

Of happinesse 
Who has a little measure ; 

He must of right. 

To th' utmost mite^ 
Make pajrment for his pleasure. 

To Julia 

Hoir rich and pleasing thou^ my Julia art, 
In each thy dainty^ and peculiar part ! 
Flnty for uiy QueenHship on thy nead is set 
Of flowen a tweet commingled CoTonet ; 



w 
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About thy neck a Carkartet is bound. 
Made of the Rubie, Pearlsj &ad Diam 

A golden ring, that shines upon thy thumb : 
About thy writt, the rich Dardanium.' 
Between tby Breasts (then Doune of Swans m 

white) 
There playes the Saphire with the Chrysolite, 
No part besides must of thy selfe be known. 
But by the Topaze, Opal, CalcedoD. 



To Laureu! 



1 



Or Verse I covet none. 
But onely crave 
Of you, that I may have 
A a&cred Laurel springing from my grave : 
Which being seen, 
Bleet with perpetuall greene. 

May grow to be 
Not so much call'd a tree. 
As the eternal! monument of me. 



GivB me that man, that dares bestride 
The active sea-horse, & with pride. 
Through thiit huge field of waters ride : 

Who, with his looks too, can appease 
The ruffling winds and raging Seas, 
In Diid'st of all their outrages. 

This, this a virtuous man can doe, 
Saile against Rocks, and split them too ; 
1 ! and a world of Pikes posse through. 

' 'A bracelet frum Dardonus, so calkil.' — H. 



J 
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The Bag of the Bee 



About the sweet bag of a Bee^ 

Two Cupids fell at odds ; 
And whose the pretty prize shu'd be^ 

They yow'd to ask the Gods. 

Which Venus hearings thither came^ 
And for their boldness stript them : 

And taking thence from each his flame ; 
With rods of Mirtle whipt them. 

Which done^ to still their wanton cries^ 
When quiet grown sh'ad seen them^ 

She kist^ and wip'd thir dove-like eyes ; 
And gave the Bag between them% 

Love kill'd by Lack 

Lbt me be warme ; let me be fully fed : 
Ltuniriaus Love by Wealth is nourished. 
Let me be leane^ and cold^ and once grown poore, 
I shall dislike^ what once I lov'd before. 

To HIS MiSTBESSE 

Choose me your Valentine : 

Next^ let us marry : 
Lore to the death will pine^ 

If we long tarry. 

Promise^ and keep your vowes^ 

Or vow ye never : 
Love's doctrine disallowes 

Troth-breakers ever. 

You have broke promise twice 

(Deare) to undoe me ; 
If you prove faithless thrice. 

None then will wooe ye. 
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TOTI 



Reader 



8bb, and not see ; and if thou chance t' espie 
Some Aberrations in my Poetry ; 
Wink at small faults, the ffreater, ne'rthelesse 
Hide, and with them, their Father's nakedi]t 
Let's do« our best, our Watch and Ward to 
I Homer himself, ia a long work, may sleep. 



Ilb write, because lie gi 
You Criticks means to li 
for sho'd I Dot supply 
The Cause, th' effect tro' 






I, HIS BEQUEST TO BuNCHA ' 



Wbek age or Chance has made me blindj 

So that the path I cannot find : 

And when my falls and Btumhlings are 

More than the stt>nes i' th' street by farrat 

Goe thou afore ; and I ghall well 

Follow thy Perfumes by the smell ; 

Or be my guide ; and I shall be 

Led by some linlit that flows from thee. 

Thus held, or led by thee, I shall 

In wayes coufus'd, uor slip or fall. 



To Bread and Water none is poore ; 

And having these, what need of more ? 
' Though much from out the Cess be spent, 
I Jfature «>ith iiUle u content. 
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Barly-Break : ^ or^ Last in Hell 

Wb two are last in Hell : what may we feare 
To be tormented^ or kept Pris'ners here ? 
Alas ! If kissing be of plagues the worsts 
Well wish^ in Hell we had been Last and First 



The Definition of Beauty 

Beauty^ no other thing is^ then a Beame 
Flasht out between the Middle and Extreame. 



To DiANEBfE 

Dearb^ though to part it be a Hell^ 

Yet Dianeme, now farewell : 

Thy frown (last night) did bid me goe ; 

But whither^ onely Grief do's know. 

I doe beseech thee^ ere we part^ 

(If mercifully as faire thou art ; 

Or else desir'st that Maids sho'd tell 

Thy pitty by Love's-Chronicle) 

O Dianeme^ rather kill 

Me^ then to make me languish stil ! 

"Tis cruelty in thee to th' height^ 

Thus^ thus to wound^ not kill out-right : 

Yet iJiere 's a way found (if thou please) 

By sudden death to give me ease : 

And thus devis'd, doe thou but this^ 

Bequeath to me one parting kisse : 

So sup'rabundant joy shall he 

The Executioner of me. 

1 A fame resembling Prisoner's Base : the forfeits were 
jsiM, and the space marked off for the prisoners was 
•helL' 



I 



HERRICK'S POEMS 



To Anthba t. 



So looks Anthea, when in bed she Ifes, 
Orecome, or halfa betray 'd hy Tiffaniea ; 
Like to a Twi-light, or that simprini; Dawn, 
That RoBBR sliew, when misted o're with Lawn. 
TwiliKht is yet, till that her Lawnes give waj; 
iWhien done, that Dawne, turnes then to perfect 



To Elbotha 

Mors white then wTiiteet Lillies far, 

Of Snow, or whitest Swans you are: 

More white then are the whitest CreameSj 

Or Moone-liglit tinselling the Ktreames: 

More white then Pearls, or Juno's thigh ; 

Or Pelops Arme of Yvorie. 

True, I confesse ; auch Whites as these 

May mo delight, not fully please ; 

Till, like liion'a cloud you be 

White, warme, and soft to lye with me. 



Thricb, and above, blest (my aoule's halfe) art tl 

la thy both Last, and Uetter Vow : 
Could'st leave the City, for exchange, to see 

The Countrie's sweet simplicity : ^ 

And it to know, and prai^tice ; with intent 

To grow the sooner innocent : 
By atudyiug to know vertue ; and to aime 

More at her nature, then her name: 
The last is but the least; the first doth tell 

Wayea lesse to live, then to live well : 
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And both are knowne to thee^ who now can'st live 

Led by thy conscience ; to give 
Justice to soone-pleas'd nature ; and to know^ 

Wisdome and she together goe^ 
And keep one Centre : llbis with that conspires^ 

To teach Man to confine desires : 
And know^ that Riches have their proper stint^ 

In the contented mind^ not mint. 
And can'st instruct^ that those who have the itch 

Of craving more^ are never rich. 
These things thou know'st to th' height^ and dost pre- 
vent 

That plague ; because thou art content 
With that Heav'n gave thee with a warie hand^ 

(More blessed in thy Brasse/ then Land) 
To keep cheap Nature even, and upright ; 

To coole^ not cocker Appetite. 
Thus thou canst tearcely ' live to satisfie 

The belly chiefly ; not the eye : 
Keeping the barking stomach wisely quiet^ 

Lesse with a neat^ then needfull diet. 
But that which most makes sweet thy country life^ 

Is^ the fruition of a wife : 
Whom (stars consenting with thy Fate) thou hast 

Got^ not so beautifully as chast : ^-^ 
By whose warme side thou dost securely sleep 

(While Love the Centinell doth keep) 
With those deeds done by day^ which ne'r affright 

Thy silken slumbers in the night. 
Nor has the darknesse power to usher in 

Feare to those sheets^ that know no sin. 
But still thy wife^ by chast intentions led^ 

Gives uoe each night a Maidenhead. 
The Damaskt medowes^ and the peebly streames 

Sweeten^ and make soft your dreames : 
The Purling springs^ groves^ birds^ and well-weav'd 
Bowrs, 

With fields enameled with flowers^ 

1 Brats = * Money ' — since become slang. 
« Toaroely=* simply.* 

C 
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Present their shapes ; while fantasie discloses 

Millions of Lillies mixt with Roses. 
Then dream^ ye heare the Lamb by many a bleat 

Woo'd to come suck the milkie Teat : 
While Faunus in the Vision comes to keep^ 

From rav'ning wolves the fleecie sheep. 
With thousand such enchanting dreams^ that meet 

To make sleep not so sounds as sweet : 
Nor can these figures so thy rest endeare. 

As not to rise when Chanticlere 
Warnes the last Watch ; but with the Dawne dost rise 

To work^ but first to sacrifice ; 
Making thy peace with heav'n^ for some late fault, 

With Holy-meale^ and spirting-salt. 
Which done^ thy painfull Thumb this sentence tells us^ 

Jove /or our labour all things sells us. 
Nor are thy daily and devout affaires 

Attended with those desp'rate cares^ 
The industrious Merchant has ; who for to find 

Gold, runneth to the Western Inde^ 
And back again (tortur'd with fears) doth fly^ 

Untaught to suffer Poverty. 
But thou at home^ blest with securest ease^ 

Sitt'st^ and beleev'st that there be seas^ 
And watrie dangers ; while thy whiter hap^ 

But sees these things within thy Map. 
And viewing them with a more safe survey^ 

Mak'st easie Feare unto thee say, 
A heart thrice walVd with Oke, and brasse, that man 

Had, first, durst plow the Ocean, 
But thou at home without or tyde or gale, 

Canst in thy Map securely saile : 
Seeing those painted Countries ; and so guesse 

By those fine Shades, their Substances : 
And from thy Compasse taking small advice, 

Buy'st Travell at the lowest price. 
Nor are thine eares so deafe, but thou canst heare^ 

(Far more with wonder, then with feare) 
Fame tell of States, of Countries, Courts, and Kings ; 

And beleeve there be such things : 
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When of these truths, thy happyer knowledge lyes^ 

More in thine eares^ then in thine eyes. 
And when thou hear'st by that too-true- tleport^ 

Vice rules the Most^ or All at Court : 
Thy pious wishes are^ (though thou not there) 

Vertue had^ and mov'd her Sphere. 
But thou liv^st fearlesse ; and thy face ne'r shewes 

Fortune when she comes^ or goes. 
But with thy equall thoughts^ prepared dost stand^ 

To take her by the either hand : 
Nor car'st which comes the first, the foule or fairs ; 

A wise man ev'ry way lies square. ' 
And like a surly Oke wi& storms perplext ; 

Growes still the stronger, strongly yezt. 
Be sOj beld spirit ; Stand Center-like, unmov'd ; 

And be not onely thought, but prov'd 
To be what I report thee ; and inure 

Thy selfe, if want comes to endure : 
And so thou dost : for thy desires are 

Confin'd to live with private Larr : 
Not curious whether Appetite be fed. 

Or with the first, or second bread. 
Who keep'st no proud mouth for delicious cates : 

Hunger makes coorse meats, delicates. 
Can'st, and unurg^d, forsake that Larded fare. 

Which Art, not Nature, makes so rare ; 
To taste boyl'd Nettles, Colworts, Beets, and eate 

Theee, and sowre herbs, as dainty meat ? 
While soft Opinion makes thy Genius say, 

CcnterU makes all Ambrosia. 
Nor is it, that thou keep'st this stricter size ^ 

So much for want, as exercise : 
To numb the sence of Dearth, which sho'd sinne haste 

it. 

Thou might'st but onely see 't, not taste it. 
Yet can thy humble roofe maiutaine a Quire 

Of singing Crickits by thy fire : 
And the brisk Mouse may feast her selfe with crums, 

Till that the green-ey'd Kitling comes. 

^ Sise^sallowanoe of food. 
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m to her Cabttin, blest she cau escape 

The sudden danger of a Rape. 
d thus thy little- well-kept stock doth prove, 
Wealth cannot make a life, but hove. 
Nor art thou so closo-haoded, but can' at spend 

(Counsell concurring with the end) 
Ab well as spare : still conning o'r this Theame, 

To shun the first, and last extreatne. 
Ordaining that thy small stock Bnd no breach. 

Or to exceed thy Tether's reach : 
But to live round, and close, and wisely true 
To thine owae selfe ; and knowne to few. 
Thus let thy Rural 1 Sanctuary be 

Elieium to thy wife and thee ; 
There to disport your selves with golden measur 
For gddome^ use commends the pleasure. 
I, and live blest ; thrice happy Paire i Let Bi 
But lost to one, be th' others death. 
s there is one Love, one Faith, one Troth, 
le so one Death, one Grave to both, 
hen, in such assurance live, ye may 
Nor feare, or wish your dying day. 






jV Daffaoiu. 



Whhn a Daffadill I see. 
Hanging: down his head t'wards n 
GueEse I may, what I must be : 
First, I shall decline my head ; 
Secondly, I shall be dead ; 
Lastly, safely buryed. 



To THB PaINTBB, 



Come, skilful! Lupo, 
Thy Bice,"' " ' 
And let i' 
To paint 
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Draw him as like too^ as you can^ 

An old^ poore^ ^yi^g^ flatt'ring man : 

His cheeks be-pimpled^ red and blue ; 

His nose and lips of mulbrie hiew. 

Then for an easie fansie ; place 

A Burling iron for his face : 

Next^ m^e his cheeks with breath to swell^ 

And for to speak^ if possible : 

But do not so ; for feare^ lest he 

She'd by his breathings poyson thee. 

A Lyrick to Mirth 

While the milder Fates consent. 
Let 's enjoy our merry ment : 
Drink^ and dance^ and pipe, and play ; 
Kisse our Dollies night and day : 
Crown'd with clusters of the Vine ; 
Let us sit^ and quaffe our wine. 
Call on Bacchus ; chaunt his praise ; 
Shake the Thyrse, and bite the Bayes : 
Rouze Anacreon from the dead ; 
And return him drunk to bed : 
Sing o're Horace ; for ere long 
Death will come and mar the song : 
Then shall Wilson and Gotiere 
Never sing^ or play more here. 

To THE Earle of Westmerland 

When my date 's done^ and my gray age must die ; 
Nurse up, great Lord, this my posterity 
Weak though it be ; long may it grow^ and stand, 
Shor'd up by you (Brave Earle of Westmerland). 

AoAiNST Love 

Whsn ere my heart, Love's warmth, but entertaines^ 
O Froit ! O Snow ! O Haile ! forbid the Boae^. 



I 
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One drop now deads a spark ; but if the same 
Once gets a force. Floods cannot quencb the Untie 
Rather thea love, let me be ever loat ; 
Or let me 'gender with eternall frost. 

Upon Jixia's RtBAwn 
Ab shews the Aire, when with a Rain-bow grac'd ; 
So smiles that Ribnnd 'liout my JuIU's waste ; 
Or like — Nay 'tis that Zonulet of love, 
Wterein all pleasures of the world are wove. 



I 



* 



The EWzen Zone : or, Jcr.tA sisdainftiu. 
Whitheb? Say, whither shall I (fy. 
To slack these flames wherein 1 frie? 
To the Treasures, ahull I goe. 
Of the Raine, Frost, Haile, and Snow? 
Shall I search the under-ground. 
Where all Damps and Mists are found ? 
Shall I seek (for speedy ease) 
All the floods, and frozen seaa ? 
Or descend into the deep. 
Where eternall cold does keep ? 
These may coole ; but there's a Zone 
Colder vet then any one : 

That s my Julia's breast : where dwels 
Siinh destructive Ysicles ; 
As that the Congelation will 
Me sooner starve, then those can kill. 

An Epitaph upon a bobeb Mathow 
With blamelesae carriage, I Hv'd hero. 
To th' (almost) sev'n and fortieth yeare. 
Stout sons 1 had, and those twice three ; 
One onelv daughter lent to me : 
The which was made a happy Bride, 
But thrice three Moonea before she dy'd. 
My modest wedlock, that was known 
Contented with the bed of one. 
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To THE Patron of Poets^ M. End: Porter 

Lbt there be Patrons ; Patrons like to thee^ 

Brave Porter ! Poets ne'r will wanting be : 

Fabius^ and Cotta^ Lentulus all live 

In thee^ thou Man of Men ! who here do'st give 

Not onely subject-matter for our wit^ 

But likewise Oyle of Maintenance to it : 

For which^ before thy Threshold^ we'll lay downe 

Our Thyrse^ for Scepter; and our Bales for Crown. 

For to say truths all Garlands are thy due ; 

The Laurell^ Mirtle, Oke^ and Ivie too. 

The sadnesse of things for Sapho's sicknessb 

LiLLiEB will languish ; Violets look ill ; 

Sickly the Prim-rose ; Pale the Daffadill ; 

That gallant Tulip will hang down his head^ 

Like to a Virgin newly ravished. 

Pansies will weep; and Mary^olds will wither ; 

And keep a Fast^ and Funerall together^ 

If Sapho droop ; Daisies will open never^ 

But bid Grood-night^ and close their lids for ever. 



Leanders Obsequies 

When as Leander young was drown'd^ 
No heart by love receiv'd a wound ; 
But on a Rock himselfe sate by^ 
There weeping sup'rabundantly. 
Sighs numberlesse he cast about^ 
And all his Tapers thus put out : 
His head upon his hand he laid ; 
And sobbing deeply, thus he said^ 
Ah^ cruell Sea ! and looking on% 
Wept as he 'd drowne the Hellespont. 
And sure his tongue had more exprest^ 
But that his teares forbad the rest. 
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FOURE THINGS MAKE US HAPPY HERE 

Health is the first good lent to men ; 
A gentle disposition then : 
Next, to be rich by no by-wayes ; 
Lastly, with friends t* enjoy our dayes. 

His parting from Mrs. Dorothy Keneday 

When I did goe from thee, I felt that smarts 
Which Bodies do, when Souls from them depart. 
Thou did'st not mind it ; though thou then might'st 

see 
Me turn'd to tears ; yet did'st not weep for me. 
*Tis true, I kist thee ; but I co'd not heare 
Thee spend a sigh, t' accompany my teare. 
Me thought 'twas strange, that thou so hard sho'dst 

prove. 
Whose heart, whose hand, whose ev'ry part spake 

love. 
Prethee (lest Maids sho'd censure thee) but say 
Thou shed'st one teare, whenas I went away ; 
And that will please me somewhat : though I know^ 
And Love will swear 't, my Dearest did not so. 



The Teare sent to her from Stanes 

1. Glide, gentle streams, and beare 
Along with you my teare 

To that coy Girle ; 
Who smiles, yet slayes 
Me with delayes ; 
And strings my tears as Pearle. 

2. See ! see, she 's yonder set^ 
Making a Carkanet 

Of Maiden-flowers I 
There, there present 
This Orient, 
And Pendant Pearle of ours. 
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S. Then say^ I Ve sent one more 
Jem to enrich her store ; 

And that is all 

Which I can send^ 

Or vainly spends 
For tears no more will falL 

4* Nor will I seek supply 

Of them^ the spring 's once drie 

But lie devise, 

(Among the rest) 

A way that 's best 
How I may save mine eyes. 

5. Yet say ; sho'd she condemne 
Me to surrender them ; 

Then say ; my part 
Must be to weep 
Out them, to keep 
A poore, yet loving heart. 

6. Say too. She wo'd have this ; 
She shall : Then my hope is^ 

That when I 'm poore^ 
And nothing have 
To send, or save ; 
I 'm sure she 'U ask no more. 



Upon one Lillie, who icabryed with a maid 

oall'd Rose 

What times of sweetnesse this faire day foreshows, 
Whenas the Lilly marries with the Rose ! 
What next is lookt for ? but we all sho'd see 
To spring from these a sweet Posterity. 

An Epitaph upon a Child 

ViBoiNS promised when I dy'd, 
That they wo'd each Primrose-tide, 
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Duely, Mome and Ev'ning, come. 
And witli flowers drBBse my Tomb, 
Having promis'd, psj your debts, 
MaJda, and here strew Violets. 



The Hi 

That HourB-g-lasse, which there ye see 
With Water fiU'd, (Sirs, credit me) 
The humour was, (as 1 have read) 
But Lovers tears incbristalled. 
AVhich, as they drop by drop doe pasBe 
From th' npper to the under-glasse 
Do in a trickling maooer tell, 
(By many a watrie syllable) 
That Lovers tears in life-time shed, 
Do restless run when they are dead. 



His Fake-well to Sacb 

Farewell thou Things, time-past so knowne, BO 
To me, as blood to life and epirtt : Neare, 
Nay, thou more neare then kindred, friend, nian, 
Maie to the female, soule to body : Life 
To quick action, or the warme soft side 

[ Of the resigning, yet resisting Bride. 

The kisse of Virgins ; First-fruits of the bed ; 

' Soft speech, smooth touch, the lips, the Maidenl 
These, and a thousand sweets, co d never be 
So neare, or deare, as thou wast once to me. 
O thou the driak of Gods, and Angela I Wine 
That GCBtter'st Spirit and Lust ; whose purest si 
More radiant then the Summers Sun-beams shoi 
Each way illustrious, brave ; and like to those 
Comets we see by night ; whose shagg'd portentn 
Fore-tell the commine of some dire events : 
Or some full flame, which with a pride aspires, 

^Tbrowing about his wild, and active fires. 
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'Tis thou, above Nectar, O Divinost BOule ! 

S;ernall in thy self) that canst controule 
at, nhicb subverts irhole nature, grief and 
Vexation of the mind, and damn'd Despairo. 
'Tis thou, alone, who with thy Mistick Fan, 
Work' fit more then Wisdome, Art, or Nature can. 
To rouze the sacred madnease ; and awake 
The frost-bound-blood, and spirits ; and to make 
Them frantick with thy raptures, flashing through 
The Boule, like lightning, and as active too. 
'Tis not Apollo can, or those thrice three 
Castalian listers, sing, if wanting thee. 
Horace, Anacreon both had lost their fame, 
Hadst thou not fill'd them with tliy Are and flame. 
Fhabean splendour ! and thou Thespian Bpring 1 
Of which, aweet Swans must drink, before they sin 
Their true-pac'd Numbers, and their Holy-Layea, 
^.Wfaicb makes them worthy Cedar, and the bayei. 
^ "But why ? why longer doe I gaxe upon 
Thee with the eye of admiration ? 
Since I must leave thee ; and enforc'd, tnnst say 
To all thy witching beautieB, Goe, Away. 
Bat if thy whimpriBg looks doe ask me why? 
Then know, that Nature bids thee goe, not I. 
'Tifl her erroneoas self has made a braine 
Uncapable of such a Soveraigne, 
As is thy powerfull selfe. Prediee not smile ; 
Or smile more inly ; lest thy looks beguile 
My vowes denounc'd in zeale, which thus much sho 

That I have sworn, but by thy looks to know thee. 
Let others drink thee freely ; and denire ^ 

Thee and their lips espous'd ; whjje I admira, 
Agd-laim.tbee ;..but not taste thee. Let my Muse 
I'slle of Ihv former helps : anf onely uae 
Her iiudult'rate strength : what's done by me 
Bereafter, shall smell of th« Lamp, not thee. 



} 
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Upon Mas. Euz; Wheeler, vnoeb the nahi 

OF AuARIUJB 

SwBBT Amarillia, by a Spring's 
Soft and soule-melting murmu rings. 
Slept ; and thua sleeping, thither flen' 
A Robin -red-brest ; who at riew. 
Not seeing her at all t^t stir, 
Brought leaves and mosse to cover her : 
But wliiie be, perking, there did prie 
About the Arch of either eye ; 
Tlie lid began tii let out day ; 
At which poore Robin flew away : 

And seeing her not dead, but all diBleav'd ; 

Ue chirpt for joy, to see himfielf disceav'd. 

To Mtrrha 

Fou) now thine amies ; and hang the head. 

Like to B Lillie withered : 

Next, look thou like a Biukly Moone ; 

Or like Jocasta in a swoone. 

Then weep, and sigh, and softly goe, 

like to a widdow drown'd in woe : 

Or like a Virgin full of ruth. 

For the lost sweet-heart of her youth : 

And all because, Faire Maid, thou art 

Insensible of all my smart ; 

And of tho!ie eviU dayes that be 

Now posting on to punish thee. 

The Gods are easie, and condemne 

All such as are not soft like them. 



Mahe me a heaven ; and make me there 
Many a lesse and greater spheare. 
Make roe the straight, and oblique lines ; 
The Motions, Lations, and tha Signei. 
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Make me a Chariot^ and a Sun ; 
And let them through a Zodiac run : 
Next^ place me Zones^ and Tropicks there ; 
With all the Seasons of the Yeare. 
Make me a Sun-set ; and a Night : 
And then present the Mornings-light 
CloaUi^d in her Chamlets of Delight 
To these^ make Clouds to poure downe raine ; 
With weather foule^ then faire againe. 
And when^ wise Artist^ that thou hast^ 
With all that can be^ tibis heaven grac't ; 
Ah ! what is then this curious skie^ 
Bat onely my Corinna's eye ? 

Upon the much lamented^ Mr. J. Warr 

What Wisdome, Learnings Wit, or Worth, 
Youth, or sweet Nature, co'd bring forth. 
Rests here with him ; who was the Fame, 
The Volumne of himselfe, and Name. 
If, Reader, then thou wilt draw neere. 
And doe an honour to thy teare ; 
Weep then for him, for whom laments 
Not one, but many Monuments. 

The suspinoN upon his over-much familiarity 
WITH A Gentlewoman 

And must we part, because some say. 
Loud is our love, and loose our play. 
And more then well becomes the day ? 
Alas for pitty ! and for us 
Most innocent, and injur d thus 
Had we kept close, or play'd within, 
Suspition now had been the sinne. 
Ana shame had followed long ere this, 
Tave plagu'd, what now unpunisht is. 
But we as fearlesse of the Sunne, 
As fstultlesse ; will not wish undone. 
What now is done : since where no sin ; 
Unbottt the doore, no shame comes in. 
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Then, comely and most frtigrant Maid, 

Be 70U more warie, then afraid 

Of these Reports ; because you see 

The fairest most suspected be. 

The common formes have no one eye. 

Or eare of burning jealousie 

To follow them ; but chiefly, where 

Love makes the cheek, and chin a sphere 

To dance aod play ia : (Trust me) tliore 

Suspicion questions every haire. 

Come, you are faire ; and eho'd be seen 

While you are in your aprightfull greeu : 

And vhat though you had been embrac't 

By me, — were you for that unchast? 

No, no, no more then is yond' Moone, 

Which ebiniag in her perfect Noooe ; 

la ail that great and g'orious light. 

Continues cold, aii is the night. 

Then, beauteous Maid, you may reth'e; 

And as for me, my chast desire 

Shall move t' wards you ; although I see 

Your face no more : So live you free 

From Fames black lips, as you from me. 



Tub Cubsb. A Sono 

Go»i, perjur'd man ; and if thou ere return 
To see the small remainders in mine Urne : 
When thou shalt laugh at my Religious dust ; 
And ask, ^Vbere 's noir the colour, forme aud t 
Of Womans beauty f and with hand more ruda 
RiAe the Flowers which the Virgins strew'd 
Enow, I have pray'd to Furie, that some wind* 
M^f iuaw my ashes up, aud strike thee blind. _ 
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The wounded Cupid. Song 

Cupid as he lay among 

Roses^ by a Bee was stung. 

Whereupon in anger flying 

To his Mother^ said thus crying ; 

Help ! O help ! your Boy 's a dying. 

And why^ my pretty Lad, said she ? 

Then blubbering, replyed he^ 

A winged Snake has bitten me^ 

Which Country people call a Bee. 

At which she smil'd ; then with her hairs 

And kisses drying up his tears : 

Alas ! said she^ my Wag ! if this 

Such a pernicious torment is : 

Come tel me then^ how great's the smart 

Of those^ thou woundest with thy Dart ! 

To Dewes. A SoNo 

I BUBN^ I burn ; and beg of you 

To quench^ or coole me with your Dew. 

I frie in fire, and so consume^ 

Although the Pile be all perfume. 

Alas ! the heat and death 's the same ; 

Whether by choice^ or common flame : 

To be in Oyle of Roses drown'd^ 

Or water ; where 's the comfort found ? 

Both bring one death ; and I die here^ 

Unlesse you coole me with a Teare : 

Alas ! I call ; but ah ! I see 

Ye coole^ and comfort all^ but me. 

The Vision 

SiTTiNO alone (as one forsook) 
Close by a Silver-shedding Brook ; 
With hands held up to Love^ I wept ; 
And after sorrowes spent^ I slept : 
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Then in a Vision I did see 
A i^loriouB forme appeare to me : 
A Virgins face she liad ; her dresse 
Was like a sprightly Spartanesse. 
A silver how with green silk strung, 
Down from her comely shoulders hung : 
And as she stood, the wanton Aire 
Danfled the ring-lets of her haire. 
Her leg« were aucb Diana shows. 
When tuckt up she orhunting goes ; 
With Buskins shortned tu descrle 
The happy dawning of her thigh ; 
I Which when I saw, I made accesse 
To kisse that tempting uakednesse : 
But she forbad me, with a, wand 
Of Mirtle she had in her hand : 
And chiding me, said. Hence, Remove, 
Herrick, thou art too coorse to love. 

YoD say, to me-warda your affection's strong 
Pray love me little, so you love me long. 
Slowly goes farre : the meane is best : Deairs 
Grown violent, do's either die, or tire. 



'TwAB but a single Rose, 
Till you on it did breathe ; 

But since (me thinks) it shows 
Not so much Rose, as Wreathe. 



Is this little Vault she lyes. 
Here, with all her jealousies : 
Quiet yet ; but if ye make 
Any noise, they both will wake. 
And such spirits raise, 'twill then 
Trouble Death to lay agen. 
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Upon the Bishop of Likcolne's Imprisonment 

'EB was Day so over-sick with showres^ 
that it had some intermitting houres. 
er was night so tedious^ but it knew 
» Last Watch out, and saw the Dawning too. 
er was Dungeon so obscurely deep^ 
erein or Lights or Day^ did never peep, 
'er did Moone so ebbe^ or seas so wane^ 
; they left Hope-seed to fill up againe. 
^oa^ my Lord^ though you have now your stay^ 
ir Nighty your Prison^ and your Ebbe ; you may 
Lng up amsh ; when all these mists are spent^ 
1 Star-like^ once more^ guild our Firmament, 
but That Mighty Cesar speak^ and then^ 
bolts^ all barres^ all gates shall cleave ; as when 
it Efurth-quake shook the house^ and gave the 
stout 

vstles, way (unshackled) to goe out. 
s^ as I wish for^ so I hope to see ; 
lugh you (my Lord) have been unkind to me : 
wound my heart, and never to apply^ 
ben you had power) the meanest remedy : 
11 ; though my griefe by you was gall'd^ the 
more; 
I bring Balme and Oile to heal your sore. 



DiSSWASIONS FROM IdLENESSE 

Ctnthius pluck ye by the eare^ 
That ye may good doctrine heare. 
Play not with the maiden-haire ; 
For each Ringlet there's a snare. 
Cheeky and eye^ and lip^ and chin ; 
These are traps to take fooles in. 
Armes^ and hands^ and all parts else. 
Are but Toiles^ or Manicles 
Set on purpose to enthrall 
Men^ but Slothfulls most of alL 

D 
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Live employ'd, and so live free 
From these fetters ; like to me 
Who have found, and etill can prov< 
The laxie man the mott doth love. 



An EpithaiiAmib to Sis Thomas Soutbv 



Nov, now'a the time; b« oft bj truth 
PromiB'd sho'd come to crown your yo 
Then Faire ones, doe not wrong 
Your joyes, by staying long : 
Or let Love's fire goe out. 
By lingring thus in doubt : 
But learn, that Time ouce lost, 
Is ne'r redeem'd by cost, 
llien away ; come. Hymen guide 



le b&i/l 



To the bed, the bashfiill Bride. 



Is It (sweet maid) your &iult, these hoi 
Bridall-RlteB goe on so slowly .■* 
Deare, is it this ^ou dread. 
The losse of Maiden- head.'' 
Beleeve me ; you will most 
Esteeme it when 'tis lost : 
Then it no longer keep. 
Lest Issue lye asleep. 
Then away ; come, Hymen guide 
To the bed, the bashfull Bride. 



These Precious-Pearly-Purling teares, 

But sprins- &om ceremonious feares. 
And tis but Native shame, 
Tliat hides the loving flame : 
And may a while controule 
The soft and am'rous soule ; 



r 
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But yet. Loves fire will waet 
Such bash futn esse at last. 
Knen away ; come. Hymen guide 
■'To the bed, the bushfuU Bride. 



lit now Lath watch'd her st-lf half blind 
not a Maiden-bead resign'd ! 
"Via strauge, ye will not flie 
To Love's Hweet mysterie. 
Might yon Full-Moon the sweets 
Have, promis'd to your sheets; 
She soon wo'd leave her spheare. 
To be admitted there. 
Then away; come. Hymen guide 
the bed, the baahfuU Bride. 



, n devoutly, make no stay ; 
While Domiduca leads the way : 
And GeniuH who attends 
The bed for luckie ends : 
With Juno goea the hourea, 
And Graces strewing- flowers. 
And the boyes with sweet tune si 
Hymen, O Hymen bring 
Home the Turtles ; Hymen guide 
To the bed, the hashfull liride. 



Behold ! how Hymens Taper-light 
Shews you how much is spent of night. 
See, see the Bride-grooms Torch 
Halfe wasted in the porch. 
And now those Tapers five. 
That shew the womb shall thrive : 
Their silv'rie flames advance. 
To tell all prosp'rouB chance 
Still shall crown the happy life 
~lf the good man and the wife. 
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Move forward then your Rosie feet^ 
And make^ what ere they touchy turn 8^ 
May iJl^ like flowrie Meads 
Smelly where your soft foot treads ; 
And every thing assume 
To it, the like perfume : 
As Zephirus when he 'spires 
jl Through Woodbine, and Sweet-brye 

{,|i Then away ; come Hymen, guide 

■ ' To the bed, the bashfuU Bride. 



vui 



f J And now the yellow Vaile, at last, 

!>!J Over her fragrant cheek is cast. 

Now seems she to expresse 
A bashfull willingnesse : 
Shewing a heart consenting ; 
As with a will repenting. 
Then gently lead her on 
With wise suspicion : 
For that. Matrons say^ a measure 
Of that Passion sweetens Pleasure. 



sfej IX 



You, you that be of her neerest kin. 
Now o*re the threshold force her in. 
But to avert the worst ; 
Let her, her fillets first 
Knit to the posts : this point 
Remembring, to anoint 
The sides : for 'tis a charme 
Strong against future harme : 
And the evil deads, the which 
There was hidden by the Witch. 



O Venus ! thou, to whom is known 
The best way how to loose the Zone 
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Of Virgina ! Tel] the Maid, 
She need not be afraid : 
And bid the Youth apply 
Close kiises, if elie cry : 
And charge, he not forbears 
Her, though she wooe with tearea. 
I Tel theiiij now they must adventer. 
Since that Love and Nig'ht bid enter. 



[ No Fatal Owle the Bedsted keeps, 
f With direful notes to fright ycmr sleeps; 
No Furies, here about. 
To put the Tapers out. 
Watch, or did make the bed : 
'Tis Omen full of dread ; 
But all faire signs uppeare 
Within the Chamber here. 
I Juno here, for olf, doth stand 
1 Cooling sleep with i;harniing wand. 



Virgins, weep not ; 'twill come, when. 
Ah she, so you '1 be ripe for men. 

Then grieve her not, with saying 
She must no more a Maying : 
Or by Rose-buds device, 
Who'l ho her Valentine. 
Nor name those n-anton reaks ' 
Y'ave had at Barly-brcaks. 
I But now kisae her, and thus say, 
i Take time Lady while ye may. 



f Noir barre the doorg, the Bride-groom put« 
1 The eager Boyes to gather Nuts. 
And now, both Love and Time 
To their full height doe clime : 
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O ! give them active heat 

And moisture^ both compleat : 

Fit Org^ans for encrease^ 

To keep^ and to release 
That^ which may the honour'd Stem 
Circle with a Diadem. 

XIV 

And now^ Behold ! the Bed or Couch 

That ne'r knew Brides^ or Bride-grooms touchy 

Feels in it selfe a fire ; 

And tickled with Desire^ 

Pants with a Downie brest^ 

As with a heart possest : 

Shrugging as it did move, 

Ev'n with the soule of love. 
And (oh !) had it but a tongue. 
Doves, 'two'd say, yee bill too long. 

XV 

O enter then ! but see ye shun 
A sleep^ untill the act be done. 

Let kisses, in their close. 

Breathe as the Damask Rose : 

Or sweet, as is that gumme 

Doth from Panchaia come. 

Teach Nature now to know. 

Lips can make Cherries grow 
Sooner, then she, ever yet. 
In her wisdome co'd beget 

XVI 

On your minutes, hours, dayes, months, yean^ 
Drop the fat blessing of the sphears. 

That good, which Heav'n can give 

To make you bravely live ; 

Fall, like a spangling dew, 

By day, and night on you. 



r 
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Maj Fortunes Lilly-hand 

Open at your commiind ; 
Witli all luckie Birds to side 
^Vith the Bride-groom, and the Bride, 

Let bounteous Fate your spindles full 
Fill, and winde up with whitest woolL 

Let them cot cut the thred 

Of life, untill ye bid. 

May Death yet come at last ; 

And not with desp'rate hast : 

But when ye botli can say, 

Come, Let us now away. 
Bb ye t*t the Barn then born. 
Two, like two ripe shocks of corn. 

Tbabes abg Tonques 
^BBN Julia chid, I stood as mute the while, 
a is the fiah, or tonguelesse Crocodile. 
ire coyn'd to words, my Julia co'd not heare ; 
lot she co'd see each eye to stamp a teare : 
'J which, mine angry Mistresse might descry, 
'earea are the noble language of the eye. 
nd when true love of words is destitute, 
he Eyes by tears apeak, while the Tongue is mute. 

Lbt all chaste Matrons, when they chance to see 
My num'roua isEu« : Praise, and pitty me. 
Praise me, for having such a fruitfull wombe : 
Pity me too, who found so soone a Tomb, 

To Elegtha I 

Ilk come to thee in all those shapes 
As Jove did, when he made his rapes: 
~ Ooely, lie not appeare to thee, 
** he did once to Scmela, 
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To talk with thee femiHarly. ' 
Which done, then quickly we u uqoi 
To one and th' others nakednesse. 
And ravisht, plunge into the bed, 
(Bodies and souls commingled) 
And kissing, so as none maf he&re. 
We 'II weary all the Fables there. 



It is sufficient if we pray 
To Jove, who gives, and takes Kvray : 
Let him the Land and Uving finde ; 
Let me alone to fit the mind. 



His Pbotestation to Phbilla 

NooNE-DAV and Midnight shall at once be se 
Trees, at one time, shall he both sere and g. 
Fire and water shall together lye 
In oce-Belf-sweet-conspiring sympathie : 
Summer and Winter shall at one time show 
Ripe eares of come, and up to th' eares in si 
Seas shall be sandlesse ; Fields devoid of gn 
Shapelesse the world (as when all Chaos was 
Before my deare Perilla, I will be 
FUse to my vow, or fall away from thee. 



Iv I kisse Anthea's brest. 
There I smell the Fhenix nest : 
If her lip, the most sincere 
Altar oflncense, I smell there, 
Hands, and thighs, and legs, are 
Richly Aromaticall. 
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Goddesse Isis cHim't trangfer 
Musks and Amhere more irom her : 
Nor can Judo sweeter be, 
Wheo she Ives with Juve, then sbe. 



To Julia 

_ r me, Julia, now to goe away ; 

'Or, by thj love, decree me here to stay. 
If thou wilt say, that I shall live with thee 
Here ahall my eudless Tabernacle be ; 
If not, (as baniaht) I will live alone 
There, where no langung'e ever yet was knowi 



I 



On HlUSGLFE 

LoTB-«iOE I anij and must endure 
A desp'rate grief, that Sods no cure. 
Ah me ! 1 try ; and trying, prove, 
No Berbt have power to cure Love. 
Only one Soverai^ salve, I know. 
And that is Death, the end of Woe. 



The 01 







Atn> Cruell Maid, because I see 
You seomfull of my love, and me : 
lie trouble yuu no mure ; but goe 
My way, where you shall never know 
What is become of me : there I 
Wai find me out a path to die ; 
Or learne some way how to forget 
You, and your name, for ever : yet 
Kre I go hence; know this from me. 
What will, in time, your Fortune be : 
This to your coynesse 1 will tell ; 
And having- spoke it once, FatewcW. 
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Then in a Vision I did see 
A glorious forme appeare to me : 
A Virgins face she had ; her dresse 
Was like a sprightly Spartanesse. 
A silver bow with green silk strung^ 
Down from her comely shoulders Hung : 
And as she stood^ the wanton Aire 
Danffled the ringlets of her haire. 
Her legs were such Diana shows^ 
When tuckt up she a-hunting goes ; 
. With Buskins shortned to descrie 
The happy dawning of her thigh ; 
Which when I saw^ I made accesse 
To kisse that tempting nakednesse : 
But she forbad me^ with a wand 
Of Mirtle she had in her hand : 
And chiding me^ said^ Hence^ Remove^ 
Herrick^ thou art too coorse to love. 

Love me little^ love me long 

You say^ to me-wards your affection's strong 
Pray love me little^ so you love me lonfi^ 
Slowly goes farre : the meane is best : Desii 
Grown violent, do's either die, or tire. 

Upon a Virgin kissing a Rose 

'TwAS but a single Rose, 
Till you on it did breathe ; 

But since (me thinks) it shows 
Not so much Rose, as Wreathe. 

Upon a Wife that dyed mad with Jealou 

In this little Vault she lyes. 
Here, with all her jealousies : 
Quiet yet ; but if ye make 
Any noise, they both will wake. 
And such spirits raise, 'twill then 
Trouble Death to lay agen. 
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Upon the Bishop of Lincou<'e'b Iuprisokhekt 

Mevhb wbh Day so orer-sick with shoivrea, 

Butth&t it bad Bome iotcrmiUiiig houres. 

Sever was night bo tedious, but it knew 

rbe Last Watcb out, and saw tlie Dawning too. 

"fever was Dungeon so obscurely deep, 

iVherein or Light, or Day, did never peep. 

"fever did Moone so ebbe, or seas so wane, 

3ut they left Hope-seed to fill up againe. 

5o you, my Lord, though you have now your stay, 

^oar Night, your Prison, and your Ebbe ; you may 

Spring up afresh ; when all these mists are spent, 

^lld Star-like, once more, guild our Firmameat 

^t but That Mighty Cesar speak, and then. 

Ml bolta, all barres, all gates shall cleave; ns when 

rhat Earth-quake shook the house, and gave the 

kpostlea, way (unshackled) to goe out. 

Phis, as I wish for, so I hope to see ; 

rbough you (my Lord) have been unkind to me : 

To wound my heart, and never to apply. 

When you had power) the meanest remedy : 

IfeU ; though my griefe by yon was gall'd, t 

Ttt 1 bring fialme and Oile to heal your sore. 
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Ctsthivs pluck ye by the enre. 
That ye may good doctrine bearo. 
Flay not with the maiden-hnire ; 
For each Ringlet there's a snare. 
Cheek, and eye, and lip, and chin ; 
These are traps to take fooles in. 
Armes, and hands, anil all parts else, 
Are but Toiles, or Maniclea 
Set on purpose to enthrall 
Men, but Slothfulls most ot att. 
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lire employ'd, and so live free 
From these fetters ; like to me 
Who have fouDdj and stjll cau prove, 

The laaie man the moat doth love. 



As EpiTBAUMIB T 



Nowj now 's the time ; bo oft by truth 

Promis'd sho'd come to crown your yonth. 
Then Faire ones, doe not nrong 
Your joyeSj by staying long ; 
Or let Love's fire g'oe out. 
By lingringp thuH iii doubt : 
But learn, that I'ime once lost, 
la ne'r redeom'd by cost, 

Then away; come. Hymen guide 

To the bed, the bashfull Bride. 



la it (sweet maid) your fault, these holy 
Bridall-Rites goe on ea slowly ? 
Deare, is it this you dread. 
The Inase of Maiden -head ? 
Beleeve me ; you will most 
Esteeme it when 'tis lost : 
Then it no longer keep. 
Lest Issue lye aeleep. 
Then away ; come, Hymen guide 
To the bed, the bashfull Bride. 



These Precious-Pearly- Purling teares. 
But spring from ceremonious feares. 
And tis but Native shame, 
That bides the loving flame ; 
And may a while contruule 
The soft and amVous souJe; 
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But yet^ Loves fire will wast 
Such bashfulnesse at last. 
Then away ; come^ Hymen guide 
To the bed^ the bashfull Bride. 



IV 



Night now hath watch'd her self half blind 
Tet not a Maiden-head resigned ! 

"lis strange^ ye will not flie 

To Love's sweet mysterie. 

Might yon Full-Moon the sweets 

Have^ promis'd to your sheets ; 

She soon we'd leave her spheare^ 

To be admitted there. 
Then away ; come^ Hymen guide 
To the bed^ the bashfidl Bride. 



On, on devoutly^ make no stay ; 

While Domiduca leads the way : 
And Genius who attends 
The bed for luckie ends : 
With Juno goes the houres^ 
And Graces strewing flowers. 
And the boyes with sweet tune sing^ 
Hjnnen^ O Hymen bring 

Home the Turtles ; Hymen guide 

To the bed^ the bashfull Bride. 

VI 

Behold ! how Hymens Taper-light 

Shews you how much is spent of night. 
See^ tee the Bride-grooms Torch 
Halfe wasted in the porch. 
And now those Tapers five^ 
That shew the womb shall thrive : 
Their silv'rie flames advance^ 
To tell all prosp'rous chance 

Still shall crown the happy life 

Of the good man and the wife. 
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Move forward then your Rosie feet. 

And make, what ere they touchj turn am 
May all, like flowrie Meada 
Smell, where your soft foot ti'eads ; 
And every thing assume 
To it, the like perfume : 
As Zephirus when he "spires 
Through Woodbine, and Sweet-bryM(l 

Then away ; come Hymen, guide J 

To the bed, the bashful! Bride. 



And now the yellow Vaile, at last. 
Over her fragrant cheek is cast. 
Now seenis she to expresse 
A hashfull willingnesEe : 
Shewing a heart cousenting ; 
Aa with a will repenting. 
Then gently lead her on 
With wise suspicion : 
For that. Matrons say, a measure 
Of that Passion sweetens Pleasure, 



You, you that he of h^r neerest kin. 
Now o're the threshold force her in. 
But to avert the worst ; 
Let her, her lillets first 
Knit to the posts : this point 
Remembring, to anoint 
The sides : for 'tis a charme 
Strong against future harmc : 
And the evil deads, the which 
There was hidden by the Witch. 



O Venus ! thou, to whom is known 
The best way how to loose the Zone 
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Of Virgins! Tell the Maid, 

She need not be afraid : 

And bid the Youth apply 

Close kisses, if she cry : 

And charge, he not forbears 

Her, though she wooe with teares. 
Tel them, now they must adventer. 
Since that Love and Night bid enter. 

XI 

No Fatal Owle the Bedsted keeps. 
With direful notes to fright your sleeps : 

No Furies, here about. 

To put the Tapers out. 

Watch, or did make the bed : 

'Tis Omen full of dread : . 

But all faire signs appeare 

Within the Chamber here. 
Juno here, far off, doth stand 
Cooling sleep with charming wand. 

XII 

Virgins, weep not ; 'twill come, when. 
As she, so you '1 be ripe for men. 

Then grieve her not, with saying 

She must no more a Maying : 

Or by Rose-buds devine. 

Who '1 be her Valentine. 

Nor name those wanton reaks ^ 

Vave had at Barly-breaks. 
But now kisse her, and thus say. 
Take time Lady while ye may. 

XIII 

Now barre the doors, the Bride-groom puts 

The eager Boyes to gather Nuts. 
And now, both Love and Time 
To their full height doe clime : 

A s 'freaks,' 'pranks.* 
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O ! give them active heat 
And moisture, both compleat : 
Fit Organs for encreaSBj 
To keep, and to release 

Tliat, which may the honour'd Stem 

Circle with a Diadem. 



And DOW, Behold ! the Bed or Couch 
That ne'r knew Brides, or Bride-groomB 1 
Feels ia it selfe a lire ; 
And tickled with Desire, 
Fonts with a Downia brest. 
As with a heart possetit : 
Shrugging as it did move, 
Ev'n with the bouIb of love. 
And (oh 1) had it but a tongue. 
Doves, 'two'd say, yee bill too long. 



O enter then ! hut see je shun 
A sleep, untill the act be done. 
Let kisses, in their close. 
Breathe as the Damask Itose : 
Or sweet, as is that gumme 
Doth from Panchaia come. 
Teach Nature now to know. 
Lips can make Cherries groir 
Sooner, then she, ever yet, 
la her wisdome co'd beget. 



On your minutes, hours, dayes, months, yi 
Drop the fat blessing of the spheare. 

That good, which Heav'n can give 

To make you bravely live ; 

Fall, like a spangling dew, 

By day, and night on yon. 



] 
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May Fortunes Lilly-hand 

Open at your command ; 
With all luckie Birds to side 
With the Bride-groom^ and the Bride. . 

XVII 

Let bounteous Fate your spindles full 
Fill^ and winde up with whitest woolL 

Let them not cut the thred 

Of life^ untill ye bid. 

May Death yet come at last ; 

And not with desp'rate hast : 

But when ye botn can say^ 

Come^ Let us now away. 
Be ye to the Bam then born^ 
Two^ like two ripe shocks of corn. 

Teabes are Tongues 

When Julia chid^ I stood as mute the while^ 

As is the fish^ or tonguelesse Crocodile. 

Aire coyn'd to words, my Julia co'd not heare ; 

Bat she co'd see each eye to stamp a teare : 

By which, mine angry Mistresse might descry, 

Teares are the nob^ language of the eye. 

And when true love of words is destitute, 

Hie Eyes by tears speak, while the Tongue is mute. 

Upon a toung mother of many children 

Lbt all chaste Matrons, when they chance to see 
My nom'rous issue : Praise, and pitty me. 
Praise me, for having such a fruitful! wombe : 
Pity me too, who found so soone a Tomb. 

ToEleotra 

Imm come to thee in all those shapes 
As Jove did, when he made his rapes : 
Onely^ He not appeare to thee. 
At he did once to Semele. 



] 
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Thunder and Liglitning lie lay by. 
To talk with thee familiarly. 
Which done, then quiukly we'll undreBse 
To one and th' others nakediieEae. 
And ravisht, plunge into the bed, 
(Bodies and souls comming'led) 
And kissing, so ae none may heare. 
We "11 weary all the Fables there. 



It is sufficient if we pray 
To Jove, who gives, and tnkes away : 
Let him the Land and Living finde ; 
Let me atone to &t the mind. 



His PfiOTK.s'rATioK to Fbrilia 

NooHE-SAV and Midnight shnll at once be bi 
Trees, at one time, shall be both sere and greene: 
Fire and water Ehall together lye 
In one-seIf-9weet-con spiring sympathie : 
Summer and Winter shall at one time show 
Ripe earea of come, and up to th' eares in snov 
Seas shall be sandlesse ; Fields devoid of grasse 
Shapelesse the world (as when all Chaos was) 
Before my deare Perilla, I will be 
False to my vow, or fall away from thee. 



Loi'E FERFITUES ALL rARTS 

If 1 kisse Anthea's brest. 
There I smell the Phenis nest: 
if her lip, the most sincere 
Altar of Incense, I smell there. 
Hands, and thighs, and legs, are 
Bidhly Aromaticall. 
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Goddesse Isis cann't transfer 
Musks and Ambers more from her : 
Nor can Juno sweeter be^ 
When she lyes with Jove^ then she. 



To Julia 

Permit me^ Julia^ now to goe away ; 

Or, by thy love^ decree me here to stay. 

If thou wUt say^ that I shall live with thee 

Here shall my endless Tabernacle be : 

If not^ (as banisht) I will live alone 

There^ where no language ever yet was known. 



On HmsELFE 

LoTB-siOK I am^ and must endure 
A desp'rate grief^ that finds no cure. 
Ah me ! I try ; and trying, prove^ 
No Serbs have power to cure Love. 
Only one Soveraign salve^ I know^ 
And that ia Death^ the end of Woe. 



The cruell Maid 

And Cruell Maid^ because I see 
Ton SGomfull of my love^ and me : 
lie trouble you no more ; but goe 
Mr way^ where you shall never know 
What is become of me : there I 
Will find me out a path to die ; 
Or leame some way how to forget 
You, and your name, for ever : yet 
Ere I go hence ; know this from me. 
What will^ in time, your Fortune be : 
This to your coynesse I will tell ; 
And haying spoke it once^ Farewell. 
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The Lillie wiH not long endure ; 

Nor the Saovf continue pure : 

The Rose, the Violet, one day 

See, both these Lady-ilowere decay : 

And you must fade, as well as tLey. 

And it may chance that Love may turn. 

And (like to mine) make rour heart burn 

And weep to see 't ; yet this thing doe. 

Thai my last Vow commends to you ; 

When you shall see that 1 am dead. 

For pitty let a teare be shed ; 

And (with your Mantle o're me cast) 

Give my cold lips a kisse at last: 

If twice you kisse, you need not feare. 

That I shall stir, or live more here. 

Neitt, hollow out a Tombe to cover 

Me ; me, the most despised Lover ; 

And write thereon, Thii, Reader, knote, 

Love kiffd thit man. No more but bo. 



To DlANEUlS 

Sweet, be not proud of those two eyes, 
Wliioh Star-like sparkle in their skies ; 
Nor he you proud, that you can see 
All hearts your captives ; yours, yet free : 
Be you not proud of that rich haire, 
Wliich wantons with the Love-sick aire ; 
Whenas that Ruble, which you weare, 
Suok from the tip of your soft eare. 
Will last to be a precious Stooe, 
When aU your world of Beautie 's gone. 



To TBH Kino, td curb tbx Evux 



find that Tree of life, whose Fruits did feed. 
And Leaves did heale, all sicke of humane seed: 
To finde Bethesda, and an Angel there, 
Stining the wBtera, 1 Hu come ; and hv^ ■ 
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At last^ I find^ (after my much to doe) 

The Tree^ Betiiesda^ and the Angel too : 

And all in Your Blest Hand^ which has the powers 

Of all those suppling-healing herhs and flowers. 

To that soft Cluum^ that Spell^ that Magick Bought 

That high Enchantment I hetake me now : 

And to that Hand^ (the Branch of Heavens faire 

Tree) 
I kneele for help ; O ! lay that hand on me^ 
Adored Cesar ! and my Faith is such^ 
I shall be heal'd^ if that my KING but touch. 
The Eyill is not Yours : my sorrow sings^ 
Mine is the Evilly but the Cure^ the KINGS. 



His misery in a Mistbessb 

Wateb^ Water I espie : 

Come^ and coole ye ; all who frie 

In your loves ; but none as I. 

Though a thousand showres be 
Still a fallings yet I see 
Not one drop to light on me. 

Happy you^ who can have seas 
For to quench ye^ or some ease 
From your kinder Mistresses. 

I have one^ and she alone^ 

Of a thousand thousand Imown^ 

Dead to all compassion. 

Such an one^ as will repeat 

Both the cause^ and mstke the heat 

More by Provocation great. 

Gentle friends^ though I despaire 

Of my cure^ doe you beware 

Of those Girles^ which cruell are. 



IIERRICK'S POEMS 
t Gentlewouak I 



I 

^^M Au 1 despia'd, because you Eay, 
^H And I dare sueare, that 1 am gray? 
^f KnoWj Lady, you have but your day : 

And time will come when yon shall weare 
Such frost and sdow upon your hairs ; 
And when (though long, it comes to passe) 
You questioQ with ;oiir Lookin^-glasse ; 
And in that sinrere Christall seek. 
But find no Rose-bud in your cheek : 
Nor any bed to give the shew 
Where such a rare Carnation grew. 
Ah ! then too late, close in your chamber keeping. 
It will be told 
That you are old ; 
By those true teares y'are weeping. 



mongst my many Poems, I can see 
I One, onely, worthy to be wasbt by thee : * 
I I live for ever ; let the rest all lye 
I 2n dennea of Darkness, or condemn'd to die. 



LovB, like a Gypsie, lately came ; 

And did uie much importune 
To see my hand ; that by the eame 

He might fore-tell ray Fortune. 

He saw my Palme ; and then, said he, 

I tell thee, by this score here ; 
That thou, within few months, shalt be 
The youthfull Prince ff Amour here. 
Air^ ia oiltr-oi], whioh ww usedior fttteiniig. 
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I smil'd ; and bade him once more prove 
And by some crosse-line show it ; 

That I co'd ne'r be Prince of Love, 
Though here the Princely Poet. 

How Pbibiroses came green 

ViROiNS, time-past, known were these. 
Troubled with Green-sicknesses, 
Tum'd to flowers : Stil the hieu. 
Sickly Girles, they beare of you. 

To Jos: Lo: Bishop of Exeter ^ 

Whom sho'd I feare to write to, if I can 

Stand before you, my leam'd Diocesan ? 

And never shew blood-^iltinesse, or feare 

To see my Lines Excatnedrated here. 

Since none so good are, but you may condemne ; 

Or here so bad, but you may pardon them. 

If then, (my Lord) to sanctifie my Muse 

One onely Poem out of all you '1 chuse ; 

And mark it for a Rapture nobly writ, 

Tis Good Confirm'd ; for you have Bishop't it. 

Upon a black Twist, roundino the Arme of 

THE COUNTESSE OF CaRLILE 

I SAW about her spotlesse wrist. 
Of blackest silk, a curious twist ; 
IVTiich, circumvolving gently, there 
EnthraJl'd her Arme, as Prisoner. 
Dark was the Jayle ; but as if light 
Had met t'engender with the night ; 
Or so, as Darknesse made a stay 
To shew at once, both night and day. 

I &ncie more ! but if there be 

Such Freedome in Captivity ; 

I beg of Love, that ever I 

May in like Chains of Darknesse lie. 

1 Bishop Hall. 
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On HlUSELFE 

I (<BARE no Earthly Potrera ; 
But care for crowns of flowers : 
Ad(1 lore to have my Beard 
With Wine and Oile liesmear'd. 
This day lie drowae all Gorrov ; 
Who knowes to live to morrow? 



Made for thy finger fit ; 
To shew hy thia. 
That our love is 

(Or sho'd be) like to it 

Close thouffh. it bej 

The joynt is free: 
So when Love's yoke ia o 

It must not gall. 

Or fret at all 
With hard o 



But it must play 

StUi either way ; 
And be, too, such a yoke; I 

A$ not too widi 

To over-elide ; 
Or be so strait to choak. 

So we, who beare, 

This beame, must ri 
Our selves to suck a heighf 

As that the stay 

Of either may 
Crwte ih» bnrdea ligtt. i 
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And as this round 

Is no where found 
To flaw^ or else to sever : 

So let our love 

As endless prove ; 
And pure as Gold for ever. 



To THE DbTRAOTER 

Whmbx others love^ and praise my Verses ; still 

Thr long-black-Thumh-nail marlu 'em out for ill : 

A fellon take it^ or some Whit-flaw come 

For to unslate, or to untile that thumb ! 

But cry thee Mercy : Exercise thy nailes 

To scratch or claw^ so that thy tongue not railes : 

Some numbers prurient are^ and some of these 

Are wanton with their itch ; scratchy and 'twill please. 



Upon the same 

I ask't thee oft^ what Poets thou hast read^ \ 

And lik'st the best ? Still thou reply'st^ The deadk 
I ahall^ ere long^ with green turfs cover'd be ; 
Tlien sure thou 't like^ or thou wilt envie me. 



Juua's Petticoat 

Tbt Azure Robe^ I did behold^ 

Ab ayrie as the leaves of gold : 

Which erring here^ and wandring there^ 

Pleas'd with transgression ev'ry where : 

Sometimes 'two'd pant^ and sigh^ and heave^ 

As if to stir it scarce had leave : 

But having got it ; thereupon^ 

TWo'd make a brave expansion. 

And poonc't with Stars^ it shew'd to me 

Like a Celestiall Canopie. 
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Sometimes 'two'd blaze, and then abate 
Like to a flame f[rowne moderate ; 
SometimcB away 'two'd wildly flinff; 
Then to thy thighs so closely cling, 
That Eome conceit did melt me dowDSj 
As Lovers fall into a swooiie : 
And all confue'd, I there did lie 
Drovn'd in Delights ; but co'd not die. 
That Leading Cloud, I follow'd still. 
Hoping t'ave seene of it my fill ; 
But ah ! I co'd not : sho'd it move 
To Life Eternal, I co'd love. 



^^1^ To McBICK 

Bkoim to charme, and as thou stroak'st mine 
With thy enchantment, melt me into tears. 
Then let thy active hand scud o're thy Lyre : 

tAnd make my spirits frautick with the fire. 
^Diat done, sink down into a silv'rie straine ; 
^d make me smooth as Balme, and Oile againe. 
L 



Cobinna's ooinb a MaY(NO 



I^n her wingi; presents the god unshome. 
See how Aurora throwea her fairo 
Fresh-Quilted colours through the aire : 
Get up, sweet Slug-a-bed, and see 
The Dew'bespan^uii^ Herbe and Tree. 
Elach Flower has wept, and bow'd toward the East^ 
Above an houre since ; yet you not drest. 
Nay 1 not so much as out of bed ? 
When all the Birds have Mattens seyd. 
And sung their thankfull H3rmnes : 'tis sin, 
Nay, profanation to keep in, 
Whenas a thousand Virgins on this day, 
5^in^, Boauer then the Lark, to fetch ii) May, 
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a jtiar Foliage, and be scene 
be the Spring-time, fresh and greene ; 
■t aa Flora. Tiike no care 
'els for your Govrne, or Ilaire : 
Dt ; the leaves will strew 
in abundant^e upon you : ^^H 

childLood of the Day has kept, ^^| 

come, some Orient Pearls unwept : ^^H 
md receive them while the li^ht ^^| 

on the Dew-locks of the night ; ^^^ 

itan on the Eaiitent hill 
himselfe, or else stands still 

forth. Wash, dresse, be briefe in 

best, when once we goe a Maying. ^H 

kirinna, come ; and comming, raarke ^^M 
"d turna a street ; each street a Parke ^^ 
sen, and trimm'd with trees : see how 
.gives each House a Bough, 
:E: Each Porch, each doore, ere thi 
a Tabernacle is 
'hite-thorn neatly enterwove ; 
re those cooler shades of love. 

it delights be in the street, 

ni (ields, and we not see 't .■' 

we'll abroad ; and let 's obay 

DClamatiOD made for May : 

^ore, as we have done, by staying : 
ome, let's goe a Maying. 

:a budding Boy, or Girle, this day, 
p, and gone to bring iu May. 
of Youth, ere this, is ceme 
Dd with White-thorn laden home. 
(ve dispatcht their Cakes and Crcamc, 
that we have left to dreame : 
ive wept, and woo'd, and plighted Troth, 
lieir Priest, ere we can cast off pi""> ■ ^ 
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Q-gown has been (riven j 
Man}' a Icisse, both odde and even : 
Many a glance too has been Bent 
From out the eye, IjOve's Firmament; 
Many a jest told of tlie Keyes betraying 
Tliia night, and Loclia piclit, yet w'are not a Majl] 

Come, let us gi 
And take the n 

We shaU grow old apace, and die 

Before we know our liberty. 

Our life is short ; and our dayea ruj 

Ab fast away as do'B the Sunne : I 

And as a vapour, or a drop of raiae I 

Once lost, c^n ne'er be found againe : ] 

So when or you or I are made 

A feble, song, or fleeting shade ; 

All love, all liking, all delight 

Lies drown'd with ub in endtesse night. i 

I Hen while time serves, and we are but decaying ; 
Come, my Corinna, come, let's goe a Maying. 



On Juua'b breath 

Bbbatbb, Julia, breathe, and I'le protest. 

Nay more, I 'le deeply fiweare, 
That all the Spices of the East 
Are circumfused there. 



Upon a Child. Ah Epitaj-r 
But borne, ami like a short Delight, 



My longer stay, and so I dy'd. 
If pittying my sad Parents Teares, 
You 1 spil a tear or two, with theira ; 
And with some flowrs my grave bestrew. 
Lore and they'l thank you for 'L A^eiU 
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A DuLoeuB BETWIira 
LATED Anno 1627, ' 

Hor. While, Lydia, I was lov'd of thee. 

Nor any was preferr'd 'fore 

- ■ "y whin ■ ■ ■ 



i 

I 



^IX' 



To hug thy whitest neck : Then I, 

The Persian King liv'd not more happily. 

. While thou DO other didst sffect, 
Nor Cloe was of more respect ; 
Then Lydia, far-fam'd Lydia, 
I flourieb't more thea Roman Ilia, 

Bar. Now Thracian Cloe governs me. 
Skilful] i' th' Marpe, and Melodie: 
For whose affection, Lydia, I 
(So Fate spares her) am well content ta die. 

My heart now set on fire is 
By Ornithea sonne, young Calais ; 
For whose commutuall flames here 1 
(To save his life) twice am content to die. 

Ear. Say our first loves we sho'd revoke. 
And aever'd, joyne in lirazen yoke : 
Admit I Cloe put away, 
And love ag-ain love-cast-off Lydia ? 

Lyd. Though mine be brighter then the Star ; 
Thou lighter then the Cork by far ; 
^^ Roufb as th' Adratick sea, yet I 
^^k Will live with thee, or else for thee will die. 



Tbb 0APTtv*D Beb : OH, Tau Ijttle Filchbk 

As Julia once a-slumb'ring lay. 
It cbanc't a Bee did Hie that way, 
I^AAer a dew, or dew-like shower) 
""Ipple freely in a flower. 
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For some rich flower, he took the lip 

Of Julia, and heg'Bii to sip ; 

But when he felt he suckt from theaos 

HoQy, and !□ the qnintessence : 

He drank so much he scarce co'd Btir; 

So Julia tcH)k the pilTerer. 

And thus surprii'd (as Filchers use) 

He thus hegan himielfe t' excuse: 

Sweet Lady-Fiower, I never brought 

Hither the least one theeving- thought:' 

But taking those rare lips of yours 

For some fresh, fragrant, luscious Bomtt 

I thought I might there bike a taste, j 

Where bo much sirrop ran at waste. 

Besides, know this, 1 never sting 

The flower that gives me nourishing : 

But with a kisse, or thanks, doe pay 

For Honie, that I beare away. 

This said, he laid hu little scrip 

Of hony, 'fore her I,adiship : 

And told her, (as some tears did fall) 

That that, he took, and that was alL 

At which she smil'd ; and bade him g« 

And take his bag ; but thus much knoi 

When nert he came a-pilfring bo. 

He aho'd from her full lips derive, 

Hony enough to fill his hive. 



Nor doth this far-drawn Hemisphere 
Frown, and look sullen ev'ry whera 

Doies may conclude in nights ; and Suns m: 
As dead, within the West; 

Yet the nert Morne, re-guild the fragrant E 
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Alas for me! that I liave lost 

E'en all almost : 
Sunk is my sight ; set is my Sun ; 
And all the loome of life undone : 
The staffs^ the Elme^ the prop^ the shelt'ring wall 

Whereon my Vine did crawle. 
Now. now, blowne downe ; needs must the old stock 
fidL 



Yet^ Porter, while thou keep'st alive. 

In death I thrive : 
And like a Phenix re-aspire 
From out my Narde,^ and Fun'rall fire : 
And as I prune my feather'd youth, so I 

Doe marl how I co'd die. 
When I had Thee, my chiefe Preserver, by. 

I 'm up, I 'm up, and blesse that hand. 

Which makes me stand 
Now as I doe ; and but for thee, 
I must confesse, I co'd not be. 
The debt is paid : for he who doth resigne 

Thanks to the gen'rous Vine ; 
Invites fresh Grapes to fill his Presse with Wine. 



To HIS DYING Brother, Master William Herrick 

LiFB of my life, take not so soone Thy flight. 
But stay uie time till we have bade Good night. 
Thou hast both Wind and Tide with thee ; Thy way 
As soone dispatcht is by the Night, as Day. 
Let OS not then so rudely henceforth goe 
Till we have wept, kist, sigh't, shook hands, or so. 
Tliere 's paine in parting ; and a kind of hell. 
When once true-lovers take their last Fare-well. 

1 An aromatic h^b. 
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HTi»t ? shall we two our eiidlesse leaves take hera ^ 

Without a Bad looke, or a Bolemne teare? ■ 

He kaowBB not Lave, tbat hath Qot this truth pm 

Leva it most loth to leave the thing beloved. 

Pay we our Vowes, and g'oe ; yet when we part 

Then, even then, I will bequeath my heart 

Into thy loving handa : For lie keep none 

To warme my Bremt, when thou my Pulse art g« 

No, here lie last, and walk (a harmless shade) 

About this Urne, wherein thy Dust is laid, 

To guard it so, as nothing here shall be 

Heavy, to hurt those sacred seeds of thee. 



Thb Olivb Brakch 

Sadly I walk't within the field. 

To see what comfort it wo'd jeeld: 

And as 1 went my private way. 

An Olive-branch before me lay: 

And seeing it, I made a stay. 

And took it up, and view'd it ; then 

Kissing the Omen, said Amen : 

Be, be it so, and let this be 

A Divination unto me ; 

Tbat in short time my woea shall ceaai . 

And Love shall crown my End with Pemce 



To CllGtOtV-BLOsaOHES 

Yc ntay simper, blush, and smile. 
And perfume the aire a-wbi!e ; 
But (sweet things) ye must be gone ; 
Fruit, ye know, is cflmming on : 
Then, Ah ! Then, where is your grace. 
When as Cherries come in placer 



hbspbwi>^^ 



• *• 



« t niOS c**^ '^''* 

^"* Ke-yet,IAWe8,to0W' 

I'm fare tn«y 
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Ta£ Lily in a ChristaIi 

You have beheld a Emiling' Itose 

When Vir^ius hands have drawn 

O'r it a Cobweb-Lawne : 
And here, you see, this Lilly Ehows, 

Tomb'd in a (^hristal stone. 
More faire in this transparent case. 

Then when it grew alone ; 

And had but single grace. 

YoD see how Creame but naked is; 

Nor daunces in the eye 

Without a Mrawberrie : 
Or Bome fine tmnture, like to this. 

Which drawii the sight thereto. 
More bj that wantoning with it ; 

Then when the paler hieu 

No mixture did admit 

You see how Amber through the etreai) 
More gently stroaks the sight. 
With some couceal'd delight ; 

Then when he darts his radiant beama 
Into the boundlesso aire : 

Where either too much light, hie wortj 
Doth all at once impaire. 
Or Bet it little forth. 

Put Purple grapes, or CherrieB in- 
To Glosse, and they will send 
More beauty to commend 

Them, from that cleane and subtile al 
Then if they naked stood. 

And had no other pride at all. 
But their own flesh and blood, 
Aad tinctures naturalL 
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Thus lillie^ Rose^ Grape^ Cherry^ Creame^ 

And Straw-berry do stir 

More love^ when they transfer 
A weak^ a soft^ a broken beame ; 

Then if they sho'd discover 
At full their proper excellence ; 

Without some Scean cast over^ 
To juggle with the sense. 



Thus let this ChristaFd lillie be 
A Rule^ how far to teach^ 
Your nakednesse must reach : 

And that, no further^ then we see 
Those glaring colours laid 

By Arts wise hand^ but to this end 
They sho'd obey a shade ; 
Lest they too far extend. 



So though y'are white as Swan^ or Snow^ 

And have the power to move 

A world of men to love : 
Yet^ when your Lawns & Silks shal flow ; 

And that white cloud divide 
Into a doubtful Twi-light ; then^ 

Then will your hidden Pride 

Raise greater fires in men. 



To HIS Books 

to a Bride^ come forth^ my Booke^ at last^ 
nth all thy richest jewels over-cast : 
ay^ if there be 'mongst many Jems here ; one 
^eservelesse of the name of Paragon : 
Uiuh not at all for that ; since we have set 
ome Pearls on Queens^ that have been counterfet. 
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Upon soub woifBN 

Taon who wilt not love, doe this 
Learne of me what Woman ia. 
Sumethmg made of thred and thfumi 
A meere Botch of all and some. 
Pieces, patches, ropes of haire; 
In-laid Garbage ev ry where. 
Out-side silk, aod out-side Lawnej 
Sceanes to cheat us neatly drawne. 
False in legs, »nd false in thighes ; 
False in breast, teeth, haire, and ejel 
False in head, anil false enough ; 
Onely true in shreds and stuSe. 

The Wewomb to Saob 

So soft Etrenms meet, so springs with gladdt 
Meet after long divorcement by the lies : 
When Love (the child of likenesse) urgeth on 
Their Chriatal natures to an union. 
So meet stoine kisses, when the Moonie nights 
Call forth fierce Lovers to their wisht Delights 
So Kings & Queens meet, when Desire conviuc 
All thoughts, but such as aime at getting Print 
As I meet thee. Soule of my life, and lame 1 
Eternall Lnmp of Love ! whose radiant flame 
Out^lares the Heav'ns Osiris ; ' and thy gleam 
Out-shine the splendour of his mid-day beams- 
Welcome, O welcome my illustrious Spouse ; 
Welcome as are the ends unto my Vowes : 
I! far mo 
The 8ea-8i 

Salutes with tears of joy ; when fire* betray I 
The smoakie chimneys of his Ithaca. 
Where hast thou heen so Jong from my e 
Poore piUyed Exile? Tell me, did thy Gr* 
Flie discontented hence, and for a time 
Did rather choose to blesse another clime ? 
' ' Tbo San.'— 
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ne,l 



Or irent'st thou to thig end, the more to mov 

Br thy short absence, to desire and love thee 

Why frowns tny Sweet? Why won't my Saint confci 

Favours on me, her Herce Idolater? 

Why are Those Looks, Those Looks the which have 

Time-past so fragrant, sickly now drawn in 
UkeadiiltTwi-Jight? Tell me ; and the fault 
lie expiate with Sulphur, Haire, and Salt : 
And with the Christal humour of the spring-. 
Puree hence the guilt, and kill this quarreDing. 
Wo t thou not smile, or tell me what 's amissc r 
Hare I been cold to hug thee, too rerai^ae. 
Too temp'rate ia embracing ? Tell me, has desire 
To thee-ward dy'd i' th'embers, and no tire 
Left in this rak t-up Ash-heap, as a mark 
To tMtifie the glowing of a spark ? 
Hare I divorc't thee onely to combine 
In hot Adult'ry with another Wine? 
True, I confesEe I left thee, and appeals 
Twas done by me, more to coufirme my zesle, 
And double my affection on thee ; as doe those, 
Whose love growes more enfiam'd, by being Foes. 
But to forsake thee ever, cu'd there be 
A thought of such like possibilitie ? 
When thou thy selfe dor'st say, thy lies shall lack 
Grapes, before Herrick leaves Canarie Sack. 
Thou mak'st me ayrie, active to be born. 
Like Iphyclus, upon the tops of Corn. 
Hiou mak'st me nimble, as tho winged howers, 
To dance and caper on the heads of flowers, 
* " d ride the Sun-beams. Can there be a thing 
'at the heavenly lais,' that can bring 
. • love unto my life, or can present 
^ Oenius with a fuller blandishment ? 
^Jutrioua Idoll ! co'd th' it^gyptians seek 
I B«lp from the Garlick, Oiiyoii, and the Leek, 
Ana pky no vowes to thee ? who wast their best 
God, aad for more transcendent then the — " 

' "The Moon.'— H. 




^ 
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Had CaBsiiiB, tliat weak Water-driuker, knowBl 

Thee in thy Vine, or had but tasted an 

Small Chalice of thy frantick liquor ; I 

As the wise Cato had approv'd of thee. 

Had not Jovea son,' that brave TTrinthiau Si 

(Invited to the Thesbian banquet) ta'ni 

Fall g'obleta of thy gen'roua blood ; hie _ 

Ne'er had kept heal for fifty Maids that night 

Come, come and kisae me ; Love and lust commtl 

Thee, and thy beauties ; kisse, we will be friend^ 

Too strong for Fate to break us : Look upon 

Me, with that full pride of complexion. 

As Queenee, meet Queenes ; or come Uiou uato i 

As Cleopatra came to Anthonie ; 

When her high carriage did at once present 

To the Triumvir, Love and Wonderment, 

Swell up my nerves with spirit ; let my blood 

Run through my veines, like to a hasty flood. 

Fill each part full of fire, active to doe 

What tby commanding aoule shall put it to. 

And till I tnme Apostate to thy love. 

Which here 1 vow to serve, doa not remove 

Thy Fiors from me ; but Apollo's curse 

Blast these-like actions, or a thing that's won 

Wben these Circumstants shall but live to see 

The time that 1 prevaricate from thee. 

Call me The tonne o/Beerr., and then confine 

Me to the Tap, the Tost, the Turfe : Let Win« 

Ne'r shine upon me ; May my Numbers all 

Run to a sudden Death, and Funerall. 

And last, when thee (deare Spouse) I disavow, 

Ne'r may Prophetique Daphne crown my Broi 

luPOSSIBILITIES TO HIS FRIHN1I 

Mt faithful friend, if you can see 
The Fruit to grciw up, or the Tree ; 
If you can see the colour come 
Into the blushing Peare, or Plum : 
' 'HaroulBB.' — H. 
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If you can see the water grow 
To cakes of Ice, or flakes of Snow : 
If yon can see, that drop of raine 
Lost in the wild sea, once againe : 
If yon can see, how Dreams do creep 
Into the Brain by easie sleep : 
Then there is hope that yon may see 
Her lore me once^ who now hates me. 



LIYB MKBULT^ AND TO TRUST TO GoOD V^BBSBB 

Now is the time for mirth^ 
Nor cheeky or tongue be dumbe : 

For with the flowrie earthy 
Hie gulden pomp is come. 

The golden Pomp is come ; 

For now each tree do's wears 
(Made of her Pap and Gum) 

Rich beads of Amber here. 

Now raignes the Rose^ and now 

Th' Arabian Dew besmears 
My uncontrolled brow^ 

And my retorted haires. 

Homer^ this Health to thee^ 

In Sack of such a kind^ 
That it we'd make thee see^ 

Though thou wert ne'r so blind. 

Next, VirgU, Ue call forth. 
To pleclge this second Health 

In Wine, whose each cup 's worth 
An Indian Common-wealth. 

A Goblet next He drink 

To Ovid ; and suppose. 
Made he the pledge, he 'd think 

The world nad all one Nose. 



HERRICK'S POEMS 



Then this 

Of Aromatike wine, 
Catullus, I quaffe up 

To that Terce Muae of thioe. 

Wild I am now with heat ; 

O Bacchus ! coole th^ Raies ! 
Or frantick 1 shall eate 

Thy ThjTse, and bite the Bayes. 

Boundj round, the roof do's run ; 

And beiQ^ ravight thus. 
Come, I will drink a Tun 

To my Propertius. 

Now, to Tibullua, ceit, 
This flood I drink to thee : 

But stay ; 1 see a Text, 
That this presents to me. 

Behold, TibulluB lies 

Here burnt, whose smal return 
Of ashes, scarce suffice 

To fill a little Urne. 

Trust to good Verses then ; 

They onely will aspire. 
When Pyramids, as men. 

Are lost, i' th' funerall fire. 

And when all Bodies meet 
In Lethe to be drown'd; 

Then onely Numbera sweet. 
With endless life are crown'd. 



Fairb was the Dawne ; and but e'ne now the Skies 
Sliew'd like to Creame, eoflpir'd with Strawberriea; 
But on B sudden, all was chnng'd and gone 
That smil'd in that lirst sweet compleidon. 
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Then Thunder-claps and lightning did conspire 
To teare the worlds or set it all on fire. 
MHiat trust to things below^ whenas we see^ 
As Men^ the Heavens have their Hypocrisie ? 



Lips Tonguelbssb 

For my part I never care 
For those lips, that tongue-ty'd are : 
TeU-tales I we'd have them be 
Of my Mistresse, and of me. 
Let them prattle how that I 
Sometimes freeze^ and sometimes frie 
Let them tell how she doth move 
Fore or backward in her love : 
Let them speak by gentle tones. 
One and th others passions : 
How we watch, and seldome sleep ; 
How by Willowes we doe weep : 
How by stealth we meet^ and then 
Kisse^ and sigh^ so part agen. 
This the lips we will permit 
For to tell^ not publish it. 



To THB FbVBB^ not TO TROUBLE JuLIA 

Th'act dar'd too farre ; but Furie now forbeare 
To give the least disturbance to her haire : 
But lesse presume to lay a Plait upon 
Her skins most smooth^ and cleare expansion. 
lis like a Lawnie-Firmament as yet 
Quite dispossest of either fray^ or fret 
Come thou not neere that Filme so finely spred. 
Where no one piece is yet unlevelled. 
This if thou dost^ woe to thee Furie^ woe^ 
Ho lend such Frosty such Haile^ such Sleety and 
Snow, 



-■ ■ 
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Such fears, quakes. Palsies, and sucb HeatM 
Dead thee to Ih' most, if not destroy thee all 
And thou a thousand thousand times shalt bi 
More shak't thy selfe, then she is scorch't by 



L Welcoub, Maids of Honour, 

You doe bring 
In the Spring; 
And wait upon her. 

2, She has Virgius many. 
Fresh and faire ; 
Yet you are 
More sweet then any. 

S. Y'are the Maidea Posies, 
And a« grac't. 
To be plac't, 
'Fore Damask Roses. 

4. Yet though thas respected, 

By aod by 

Ye doe lie, 

Poore Girlea, neglected. 



To Cahnjtioks. a Sons 

1. Stay while ye will, or goe ; 

And leave no scent behind ye 
Yet trust me, I shall know 
The place, where I may find ya 

2. Within my Lucia's cheek, 

(Whose Livery ye weare) 
Play ye at Hide or Seek, 
I'm sure to find ye there. 
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To THE VlBOINS^ TO MAKE MUCH OF TiME 

1. Gather ye Rose-buds while ye may^ 
Old Time is still a flying : 

And this same flower that smiles to day^ 
To morrow will be dying. 

2. The glorious Lamp of Heaven^ the Sun^ 
The higher he 's a getting ; 

I The sooner will his Race be run^ 
And neerer he 's to Setting. 

3. That Age is best^ which is the first, 

When Youth and Blood are warmer ; 
But being spent^ the worse^ and worst 

Times^ still succeed the former. 

I 

, 4. Then be not coy^ but use your time ; 

And while ye may^ goe marry : 
; For having lost but once your prime^ 
• You may for ever tarry. 



Safety to look to ones selfb 

For my neighbour lie not know^ 
Whether high he builds or no : 
Onely this He look upon^ 
Firm be my foundation. 
Sounds or unsound^ let it be ; 
lis the lot ordain'd for me. 
He who to the ground do's fall^ 
Has not whence to sink at all. 



To HiB Friend^ on the untuneable Times 

TuLY I co'd once ; but (gentle friend) you see 
My Harp hung up^ here on the Willow tree. 
Sinff I co'd once ; and bravely too enspire^ 
(Wnh luscious Numbers) my melodious Lyre. 

F 
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Draw 1 co'd ouce (although not stocks or Hton«ft 
Amph ion-like) men made of {leoh and bonee. 
Whether 1 wo'd ; but (ah !) I know not how, 
1 feele in me, this transmutation now. 
Griefe, (my deare friend) has first roj Hai 

unstrung ; 
Wither'd my hand, and palaie-struck my tongt 



Mis Pdetrib his Pillak 

1. Onely a litUe more 

I have to write. 
Then lie give o're. 
And bid the world Good-night. 

2, 'Tis but a flying minute. 

That I must stay. 
Or linger in it ; 
And then 1 must away. 

S. O time that cut' at down all 1 
And scarce leav'st here 
Memoriall 
Ofanymen that were. 

4. How many lye forgot 

In Vaults beneath? 

And piece-meale rot 

Without a fame in death? 

B. Behold this living stone, 



6. Pillars let some set up, 
(If so they please) 
Here is my hope, 
And my Pyramided. 
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Safety on the Shore 

What thougli the sea be calme? Trust to the 

shore : 
Ships have been drown'd^ where late they danc't 

before. 

A PA8lt>RALL UPON THE BiBTH OF PrINCE ChARLES^ 

Presented to the Kino^ and Set by Mr. Nic : 
Laniere. 

The Speakers^ Mirtillo, Amintas, and Amarillis, 

Amin, Good day^ Mirtillo. Mirt, And to you no 

lesse: 
And all faire Signs lead on our Shepardesse. 

Amar, With all white luck to you. Atirt But 

say^ what news 
Stirs in our Sheep-walk? Amin, None^ save that 

my Ewes. 
My Weathers^ Lambes^ and wanton Kids are well^ 
Smooth^ faire^ and fat ; none better I can tell : 
Or that this day Menalchas keeps a feast 
For his Sheep-shearers. Mir, True^ these are the 

least 
Bat, dear Amintas, and^ sweet Amarillis, 
Rest but a while here^ by this bank of LUlies. 
And lend a fi^ntle eare to one report 
The Country has. ^min^ From whence? ^mar. From 

whence ? Mir, The Court. 
Three dayes before the Shutting in of May^ 
(With whitest Wool be ever crown'd that day !) 
To all our joy> a sweet-fac't child was bome^ 
If ore tender then the childhood of the Morne. 

Ckar, Pan pipe to him^ and bleats of lambs and 

sheep. 
Let Lullaby the pretty Prince asleep ! 

Jtfifi. And that his birth sho'd be more singular, 
At Noone of Day^ was seene a Silver Star, 
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Briglit as the Wise-men's Torch, which ^ided them 
To God's sweet Babe, when home at Bethlehem ; 
While Golden Anp;els {some have told to me) 
Sung out his Birth with Heav'nly MinEtraJaie. 

Amint. O rare ! But is 't a. trespasse if we three 
Sho'd wend along' his Baby-ship to see? 

Mir. Not so, not eo. Char. But if it chance t 

At most a fault, 'tis but a fault of love. 

Amar. But, deare Mirtillo, I have heard it totd. 
Those learned men brought InceiiBe, Myrrhe, an 

Gold, 
From Countries far, with store of Spices, (aweet) 
And laid them downe for OtTrings at his feet. 

liirt, 'Tis true indeed ; and each of us will bring 
Unto our smiling, and our blooming King, 
A neat, though not so great an Offering. ' 

Amar. A Garland for my Gift sha)l be 
Of flowers, ne'r suckt by th' theeving Bee : 
And all most sweet ; yet all lesse sweet then he. 

Amint. And 1 will beare along with you 
Leaves dropping downe the honyed dew. 
With oaten pipes, as sweet, as new. 

IRrt. And la Sheep-hook will beBtow, 
To have his little King-ship knowj 
As he ia Prince, he 's Shepherd too. 

OhoT. Come let's away, and quickly let's be dres^ 
And quickly give. The iwijlenl Grace U best. 

And when before him we have laid our treaau , 

We'll blesse the fiabe. Then back to Countd 
pleasures. 



L 



To THE UhK 

Good speed, for 1 this day 
Betimes my Mattens say : 
Because 1 doe 
Begin to wooe : 
Sweet singing Lark, 
Be thou the Clark, 
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And knon- thy when 
To say. Amen. 
And if I prove 
Bleat in my love ; 
Then thou shaJt be 
High-Priest to me. 
At my returoe. 
To lucense burne ; 
And eo to solemnize 
Love's and my Sacrifice. 



Thb Bubble. A Song 

To my revenge, and to her deep'rate feares, 
Flie, thou made Bubble of my sighs, and tears. 
Id the wild aire, when thou hast rowl'd about. 
And (like a blasting Plnnet) found her out ; 
Stoop, mount, passe by to t^ke her eye, then glare 
Like to a dreadful] Comet in the Aire: 
Next, when thou dost perceive her lixed sight, 
For thy revenge to be most opposite ; 
Then like a Globe, or Ball of Wild-fire, flie. 
And break thy self in shivers on her eye. 



[ 1. YoD are a Tulip seen to day, 

But (Dearest) of bo short a stay ; 

That where you grew, scarce man can soy. 

2. You are a lovely July-flower, 

Vet one rude wind, or ruffling shower, 
Will force you heuce, (and in an houre.) 

8, You are a sparkling Ross i' th' hud, 
Y«l lost, ere that cbast flesh and blood 
L Can shew where you or grew, or stood. 
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4. You are a full-spread faire-eet Vine, 
And can with TendriUs love intwine, 
Yet dry'd, ere you distill your Wine. 

5. You are like Balme incloBed (well) 
In Amber, or some Chrystall shell. 
Yet lust ere you transfuse your smell. 

6. You are a dainty Violet, 

Yet witlier'd, ere you can be set 
Within the Virgins Coronet. 

7. Vou are the Queen all flowers among. 
But die you must (faire Maide) ere long, 
As He, the maker of this Song. 



Frou this bleeding hand of mine] 

Take this sprig of Eglantine. 

^Vhich (though sweet unto your smell) 

Yet the fretfuU bryar will tell. 

He who plucks the sweets shall prove 

Many thorns to be in Love. 



Ltrios for LESAOiea 

Gold I've none, for use or show. 

Neither Silver to bestow 

At my death ; hut thus much know. 

That each Lyrick here shall be 

Of my love a I*gacie, 

Left to all posterity. 

Gentle friends, then doe but please. 

To accept such coynes as these ; 

As my last Remembrances. 



J 
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A DmoB UPON THE Death of the Right Valiant 
LoRD^ Bernard Stuart 

. Hbnob^ lience^ profane ; soft silence let us have ; 
While we this Trentall ^ sing about thy Grave. 

Had Wolves or Tigers seen but thee^ 
They wo'd have shew'd civility ; 
And^ in compassion of thy yeeres^ 
Washt those thy purple wounds with tears. 
But since th' art slaine ; and in thy fall^ 
The drooping Kingdome suffers all. 

Chor, This we will doe ; we '11 daily come 
And offer Tears upon thy Tomb : 
And if that they will not suffice^ 
Thou shalt have soules for sacrifice. 

leepe in thy peace^ while we with spice perfume 

thee^ 
jid Cedar wash thee^ that no times consume thee. 

. lAye^ live thou dost^ and shalt ; for why ? 
Soules doe not with their bodies die : 
Ignoble off-springs^ they may fall 
Into the flames of Funerall : 
Whenas the chosen seed shall spring 
Fresh^ and for ever flourishing. 

Char, And times to come shall, weeping, read thy 
glory. 
Lease in these Marble stones^ then in thy 
story. 

To Perbnna, a Mistresse 

Deare Perenna, prethee come^ 
And with SmaUage dresse my Tomb . 
Adde a Cypresse-sprig thereto^ 
With a teare ; and so Adieu. 

» Diige. 
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Tbe F41BIE Temple : on, Oderdn's CsappeU 
Dedicatgh to Mb. John Mebrifield, 



Rare Temples thou hnst seen, I know. 
And rich for in and outward show : 
Survey thia t'happell, built, alone. 
Without or Lime, or Wood, or Stone : 
Then say, if one th'aat scene more fine 
Then this, the Fairies once, now Thine. 



The Teuplb 

AwAT enchac't with glasse & beads 

There is, that to the Chappel leads : 

Whose structure (for bis holy rest) 

Is here the Halcion's curious nest : 

Into the which irho looks shall see 

His Temple of Idolatry : 

Where he of God-heads has such store. 

As Rome's Pantheon had not more. 

Hia house of Kimmon this he calls. 

Girt with Email bones, instead of walla. 

First, in a Neech, more black than jet 

His Idol-Cricket there is set : 

Then in a Polisht Ovall by 

There stands his Idol-fieetle-flia : 

Next in an Aroh, akin to this. 

His Idol-Canker seated is : 

T^en in a Round, is plac't by these. 

His golden god, Cantharides. 

So that where ere ye look, ye see. 

No Capitoll, no Cornish free. 

Or Preeise, from this fine Fripperie. 

Now this the Fairies we'd have known, 

Theirs is a miit Religion. 

And some hare hoard the Elves it call 

iWt P^an, port I'apislicall, . 
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If unto ine aU Tongues were granted, 

I eo'd not apeak Vbe Saints bere painted. 

Saint Tit, Snint Nit, Saint 1e, Saiut Itie, 

Who 'ffainst Maba-state plac'd bere rigbt is. 

Saint Will o' th' VViape (of no great bignes) 

But aliat call'd here f^tuue ignis. 

S^nt Frip, SaXat Trip, Saint Fill, S. Fiilie, 

Neither those other-Saint-shlps will I 

Here goe about for to recite 

Their number (almost) infinite. 

Which one by one here set dowoe are 

In this most curious Calendar. 

First, at the eutrnnce of the gate, 

A little-Puppot-PrieBt doth wait. 

Who squeal^s to all the commers there, 

Fttveur !/<mr toTtguet, mho enter here. , 

Pure handi bring hither, without itaine. j 

A second pules. Hence, hence prqfatie. } 

Bard by, i'th'shetl of halfe a nut, ' 

The Holy-water there is put : 

A little brush of Squirrlls halrea, 

(Compoa'd of odde, not even paires) 

Stands in the Platter, or close by. 

To purge the Fairie Family. 

Meere to the Altar stands the Priest, 

There off' ring up the Holy-Grist : 

Ducking in Mood, and perfect Tense, 

With (much-good-do 't him) reverence. 

The Altar is not here foure-square. 

Nor in a forme Triangular ; 

Not made of glagse, or wood, or stone, 

But of a little Tracsverce bone ; 

Which boyea, and Bruckel'd ' children call 

(Playing n)r Points and Pins) Cockall.i 

Whose Linn en -Drapery is a thin 

Subtile and ductile Codlin's skin ; 

Which o're the board is smoothly spred, 

With little Seale-work Damasked. 

I > 'Dirt;.' * 'Enuakle-bonc' 
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The Fringe tliat circunibinds it too, 

Is Spangle-work of trembling dew, 

Which, gently el earn ingj makes a show. 

Like Froat-work glitt'ring on the Snow. 

Upon this fetuous' board doth stand 

Something for Show-bread, and at hand 

(Just in the middle of the Altar) 

Upon an end, the Fairie-Psalter, 

Grac't with the Trout-flies curious wings. 

Which serve for watched Kibbaniugs. 

Now, we must know, the Elves are led 

Right by the Rubrick, which they read. 

And if Report of them be true, 

Tliey have their Teit for what they doe ; 

I, and their Rook of Canons too. 

And, as Sir Thomas Parson tells, 

Tfaey have tlieir Book of Articles : 

And if that Fatrie Knight not lies, 

They have their Book of Homilies : 

And other Scriptures, that deaigne 

A short, but righteous discipline. 

The Bason stands the board ujioa 

To take the Free-Oblatioa : 

A little Piu-dust ; which they hold 

More precious, then we prize our gold : 

Which charity they give to many 

Poore of the Parish, (if there's any}. 

Upon the ends of these neat Railes 

(Hatcht, with the Silver-light of snaib,) 

The Elves, in fomiall manner, fix 

Two pure, and holy Candlesticks : 

In either which a small tall bent 

Bums for the Altars ornament 

For sanctity, they have, to these. 

Their curious Copes and Surplices 

Of cleanest Cobweb, hanging by 

In their Religious Vesterie. 

They have their Ash-pans, & their Brooml 
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(To purge the Cbsppel and the rooma : 
Their many mumhlin^ MasBe-prieats here. 
And many a dapper I'horister. 
There nsh'rhig Verpers, here likewise. 
Their Cunons, and their Chaunteriea : 
Of CI oyster- Monks they have enow, 
I, and their Abby-lubbere too : 
And if their Legend doe not lye, 
They much aSleci the Papacie : 
And since the last is dead, there 'e hope, 
Eire Boniface shaU next be Pope. 
They have their Cups and Chalices ; 
Their Pardons and InduJg'eiices : 
Their BeadE of Nite,' Beh, Booka, & Wax 
Candles (forsooth) and other knacks : 
Their Holy Oyle, their Fastint-Spittle ; 
Their sacred Salt here, (not a little.) 
Dry chips, old ahooes, rags, grease, A 

Beside their Fumigatioos, 
To drive the Devifl from liie Cod-piecs 
Of the Fryar, (of work an odde-piece.) 
Many a trifle too, and trinket. 
And for what use, scarce man wo'd think it- 
Next, then, upon the Chunters side 
An Applee-core is hung up dry'd. 
With ratling Kimils, which is rung 
To call to Morn, and Even-Song. 
The Saint, to which the most he prayes 
And offers Inceuse Nights and doyes, 
Th« l«d^ of the Lobster is, 
Whose foot-pace he doth stroak and kisae , 
And, humbly, chives of SaiFron brings. 
For hit most cheerfuU offerings. 
WTien, after these, b'as paid his vows. 
He lowly to the Altar bows : 
And then he dons the Silk-wortns ehed, 
(Like a Turks Turbaat oo his head). 



J 
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And reverently departeth thence^ 

Hid in a cloud of Frankincense : 

And by the glow-worms light wel guided^ 

Goes to the Feast that's now provided. 



To MiSTRESSB KaTHERINB BrADSHAWj the LOVBLTj 
THAT CROWNED HIM WITH LaUREL 

My Muse in Meads has spent her many houresj 
Sittings and sorting severall sorts of flowers, 
To make for others garlands : and to set 
On many a head here^ many a Coronet : 
But^ amongst All encircled here^ not one 
Gave her a day of Coronation ; 
Till you (sweet Mistresse) came and enterwove 
A Laurel for her, (ever young as love). 
You first of all crown'd ner ; she must of due. 
Render for that, a crowne of life to you. 



The Plaudite, or end of life 

If after rude and boystrous seas. 
My wearyed Pinnace here finds ease : 
If so it be I 've gain'd the shore 
With safety of a faithful Ore : 
If having run my Barque on ground^ 
Ye see the aged Vessell crown'd : 
What's to be done? but on the Sands 
Ye dance, and sing, and now clap hands. 
The first Act's doubtfull, (but we say) 
It is the last commends ihe Play. 

To THE MOST VERTUOUS MiSTRESSE PoTj WHO MANY 
TIMES ENTERTAINED HIM 

When I through all my many Poems look^ 
And see your selfe to beautifie my Book ; 
Me thinks that onely lustre doth appeare 
A Light ful-filling all the Region here. 
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Guild still with flames this Firmament^ and be 
A Lamp Etemall to my Poetrie. 
Which if it now^ or shall hereafter shine^ 
'Twas by your splendour (Lady^^ not by mine. 
The Oile was yours ; and that I owe for yet : 
He payes the hcUfe, who do's confesse the Debt, 



To MUSIQUE^ TO BECALMS HIS FeVER 

1. Charm me asleep, and melt me so 

With thy Delicious Numbers; 
That being ravisht^ hence I goe 
Away in easie slumbers. 

Ease my sick head^ 

And make my bed^ 
Thou Power that canst sever 

From me this ill : 

And quickly still : 

Though thou not kill 
My Fever, 

2. Thou sweetly canst convert the same 

From a consuming fire^ 
Into a gentle-licking flame^ 
And make it thus expire. 

Then make me weep 

My paines asleep ; 
And give me such reposes^ 

That I^ poore I^ 

May think ^ thereby^ 

I live and die 

'Mongst Roses. 

3. Fall on me like a silent dew^ 

Or like those Maiden showrs, 
Which, by the peepe of day^ doe strew 
A Bantime o're the flowers. 

Melt^ melt my paines^ 

With thy soft straines ; 
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That having ease me giveD, 
With full delight, 
I leave tliia ligbt ; 
And take my flight 
For Heaven. 



Upon a Gentlewoman with a sweet 1 

So loDg 70U did not sing, or touch your Lute, 
We knew 'twas Flesh aad Blood, thatthereM' 
But wbeu your Playing, and your Voice cam 
'Twaa DO more you then, but a Cherubin. 



Upon Cup:n 

As lately I a Garland bound, 
'Moa^t Roseii, I there Cupid found : 
I took him, put him in my cup, 
Aad drunk with Wine, I drank him n_ 
Hence then it is, that my poore brest 
Co'd never since find any rest. 



D1SPI.AV thy breasts, my Julia, there let n 
Behold that circummortall purity : 
Betweene whose glories, there my lips lie Iv^ 
Raviaht, in that fmre Via Lactea. 



BesT TO Biii Merrv 

FoDLEa are they, who never know 

How the times away doe goe : 

But for U9, who wisely see 

Where the bounds of black Death he: 

Let's live merrily, and thus 

Gratifie the Genius, 



J 
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The Changes to Cobinna 

Be not proud^ but now encline 
Your soft eare to Discipline. 
You have changes in your life^ 
Sometimes peace^ and sometimes strife : 
You have ebbes of face and flowes^ 
As your health or comes^ or goes ; 
You have hopes^ and doubts^ and feares 
Numberlesse^ as are your haires. 
You have Pulses that doe beat 
High^ and passions lesse of heat. 
You are youngs but must be old^ 
And^ to these^ ye must be told^ 
Time^ ere long^ will come and plow 
Loathed Forrowes in your brow : 
And the dimnesse of your eye 
Will no other thing imply^ 

But you must die 

As well as I. 



Neglect 

quickens Nature ; Care will make a face : 
Neglected beauty perisheth apace. 



Upon Himselfe 

Mop-et'd I am as some have said^ 
Because I Ve liv'd so long a maid : 
But grant that I sho'd wedded be, 
Sho'd I a jot the better see? 
No^ I sho'd think^ that Marriage mighty 
Rather than mend^ put out the ligh€ 



F 
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Upon a Pdvsitiak 

Thou cam'st ttt cure me (Doctor) of my coli , 
And caught'Et thy aelfe the more by twenty fold 
Fretbee goe home ; and for tliy credit be 
First cu/d thy selfe; then come and cure i 



To MB ROSB. SONO 

1. GoEj happy Rose, and enterwore 
Witii other Flowera, hind my Love. 

Tell her too, Ghe must not be. 
Longer flowing, longer free. 
That EO ofl has fetter'd me. 

2. Say (if she's fretfull) I have bands 

Of Pearle, and Gold, to bind her haads : 
Tell her, if she struggle still, 
I have Mirtle rods, (at will) 
For to tame, though not to kill. 

3. Take thou my bleseing, thua, and goe. 
And tell her this, but doe not so. 

Lest a handsome anger flye. 
Like a Lightning, from her eje. 
And burn thee up, as well as 1, 



Thou art a plant sprung- up to wither never. 
But like a Laurell, to grow green for ever. 



GeNTtBWOlUN 

Men say y'are faire ; and faire ye are, 'tis true 
I But (Hark !) we praise the Painter aow, not yo 
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DuAw Gloves 

At Draw-Gloves we '1 play. 
And prethee, let's lay 

A wager, and let it be this ; 
Who first to the Summe 
Of twenty shaU come. 

Shall have for his winning a kisse. 



To MUSICK, TO BECALUE A SWEET-SICK-TOUTH 

Charbis, that call down the moon from out her 

sphere. 
On this sick youth work your enchantments 

here: 
Bind up his senses with your numbers, so. 
As to entrance his paine, or cure his woe. 
Fall gently, gently, and a while him keep 
Lost in the civill vVildernesse of sleep : 
That done, then let him, dispossest of paine, 
like to a dumbring Bride, awake againe. 



To TBM High and Noble Prince, GEORGE, Duke, 
Mahquesse, and Earle of Buckingham 

Nbvmb my Book's perfection did appeare. 

Til I had got the name of Villars here. 

Now 'tis so full, that when therein I look, 

I see a Cloud of Glory fills my Book. 

Here stand it stil to dignifie our Muse, 

Your sober Hand-maid ; who doth wisely chuse. 

Your Name to be a Laureat^Wreathe to Hir, 

Who doth both love and feare you Honoured Sir. 
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His ItECAKTJTlOH 

And pardon crave. 
That lately 1 ofTended, 
But 'twas. 



No more He vaunt. 

For now 1 see, 

Thou onelj hast the power. 

To find. 

And bind 

A heart that's free. 

And slave it in an boure. 



So Good-luck came, and on m; roofe did light, 
Like noyse-lease Snow ; or as the dew of night: 
Not all at once, hut geatiy, as the trees 
Are, bj the Sun-beams, tickel'd by de^ees 






When on her lip, thou bast tby sweet dew plao^j 
Mark, if her tongue, but slily, steale a taste. 
If HO, we live ; if not, with mouiinfull hutnme, 
Tole forth my death ; neit, to my buryall o 



Love bade measke a gift. 
And 1 Du more did move. 

But this, that I might shift 

Still with my clothes, my Love: 
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That favour granted was ; 

Since which^ though I love many^ 
Yet 80 it comes to passe^ 

That long I love not any. 



Phb Hook-cart^ or Harvest home: To the Right 
Honourable^ Mildmay^ Earle of Westmorland. 

CoMB^ Sons of Summer^ hy whose toile. 

We are the Lords of Wine and Oile ; 

By whose tough labours^ and rough hands^ 

We rip up firsts then reap our lands. 

Crown d with the eares of come^ now come^ 

And^ to the Pipe^ sing Harvest home. 

Come forth^ my Lord^ and see the Cart 

Drest up with all the Country Art. 

See^ here a Maukin^^ there a sheets 

As spotlesse pure^ as it is sweet : 

The Horses^ Mares^ and frisking Fillies^ 

(Clad^ all^ in Linnen^ white as Lillies.) 

The Harvest Swaines^ and Wenches hound 

For joy, to see the Hock-cart crown'd. 

About Uie Cart, heare, how the Rout 

Of Rurall Younglings raise the shout ; 

Pressing before, some coming after, 

Those with a shout, and these with laughter. 

Some blesse the Cart ; some kisse the sheaves ; 

Some prank them up with Oaken leaves : 

Some crosse the Fill-horse ; some with great 

Devotion, stroak the home-borne wheat : 

While other Rusticks, lesse attent 

To Prayers, then to Merryment, 

Run after with their breeches rent. 

Well, on, brave boyes, to your Lord's Hearth, 

Glitt ring with fire ; where, for your mirth. 

Ye shall see first the large and cheefe 

Foundation of your Feast, Fat Beefe : 

AdoUL 



i 
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With Upper Stories, Mutton, Veaie 

And Bacon, (which makes full the meale) 

With sev'raU dishes standing; by, 

Aa here a Custard, there a I'ie, 

And here all-tempting Frumeutie. 

And for to make the merry cheere. 

If Hmirking Wine be wantmg here. 

There's that, which drowns all care, stout B( 

Which freely drink to your Lords health, 

Then to the Plough, (the Common- wealth) 

Neit to your Flailes, your Panes, your Fatts; 

Then to the Maids with Wheaten Hats ; 

To the rough Sickle, and crookt Sythe, 

Drink, frofiick, boyea, till all be blythe. 

Feed, and grow fat ; and as ye eat. 

Be mindfull, that the lab'ring Neat 

(As you) may have their fill of meat. 

And know, besides, ye must revok« 

The patient Oie unto the Voke, 

And all goe hack unto the Plough 

And Harrow, (though they'r haug'd up now.) 

And, you must know, your Lords words true, 

Feed him ye must, whose food fils you. 

And that this pleasure is like raine. 

Not sent ye for to drowne your paiue, 

But for to make it spring againe. 

The Perfuhe 

To-uomiow, Julia, I betimes must rise. 

For some small fault, to offer sacrifice : 

The Altar 's ready ; Fire to consume 

The fat ; breiithe thou, and there 'b the rid 

Upon her Voick 

Lbt but thy voice engender with the string, 
Aad Aiigels will be borne, while thou dost aii 
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Not to love 



Hb tliat will not love^ must be 

My Scholar^ and learn this of me : 

There be in Love as many feares^ 

As the Summers Come has eares : 

Sighs^ and sobs^ and sorrowes more 

Then the sand^ that makes the shore : 

Freezing cold^ and firie heats^ 

Fainting swoones^ and deadly sweats ; 

Now an Ague^ then a Fever^ 

Both tormenting Lovers ever. 

Wods't thou know^ besides all these^ 

How hard a woman 'tis to please ? 

How crosse^ how sullen^ and how soone 

She shifts and changes like the Moone. 

How false^ how hollow she *s in heart ; 

And how she is her owne least part : 

How high she 's priz'd^ and worth Jut small ; 

Little l£ou 'It love^ or not at all. 



To MusicK. A SoNo. 

MuncK^ thou Queen of Heaven^ Care-charming spel^ 
That strik'st a stilnesse into* hell : 

Thou that tam'st Ty&^ers^ and fierce storms (that rise) 
With thy soule-melting Lullabies : 

Fall down^ down^ down^ from those thy chiming 
spheres^ 

To charme our soules^ as thou enchant'st our eares. 



To THE Western wind 

1. Sweet Western Wind, whose luck it is, 
(Made rivall with the aire) 
To give Perenna's lip a kisse^ 
^d fan her wanton haire. 
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I, Bring me but one, Ilo promise thee. 
Instead of eommon showers. 
Thy wings shall be embalm'd hy me. 
And all beset with flowers. 



War doe not all fresh maids appears 

To work Love's Sampler onely here, j 

Where spring-time Ktniles throughout the yai 

Are not here Rose-buds, Pinks, all flowerSj , 

Nature begets by th' Sun and showers, I 

Met in one ilearce-clotli, to ore-Bpred 

The body of the under-dead ? 

Phill, the late dead, the late dead Deare, I 

O I may no eye d istill a Teare 

For you once lost, who weep not here 1 

Had Lesbia (too-too-kind) but known 

This Sparrow, she had scorti'd her own ; 

And for this dead which under-lies. 

Wept out her heart, as well as eyes. 

But endlesse Peace, sit here, and keep 

My Phill, the time he has to sleep, 

And thousand Virgins come and weep, I 

To make these flowrie Carpets show j 

Fresh, as their blood ; and ever grow, 1 

Till passengers shall spend their doome. 

Not Virgil's Gnat hud such a Tomb. I 



V doe ye weep, sweet Babes ? can T( 
Speak griefe in you, 
AVlio were but borne 
Just as the modest Mome 
Teem'd her refreshing dew? 



] 
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Alas^ 70a have not known that shower^ 
That marres a flower ; 
Nor felt th' unkind 
Breath of a blasting wind ; 
Nor are ye wome with yeares ; 

Or warpt, as we, 
Who think it strange to see. 
Such pretty flowers, (like to Orphans young,) 
To speak by Teares, before ye have a Tongue. 

2. Speak, whimp'ring Younglings, and^make known 

The reason, why 
Ye droop, and weep ; 
Is it for want of sleep ? 
Or childish LuUabier 
Or that ye have not seen as yet 
The Violet? 
Or brought a kisse 
From that Sweet-heart, to this ? 
No, no, this sorrow shown 

By your teares shed. 
Wo 'd have this Lecture read. 
That things of greatest, so of meanest worthy 
Conceiir'd with grief are, and with teares brought 
forth. 



How Roses came bed 

Roses at first were white. 
Till they co'd not agree. 

Whether my Sapho's breast. 
Or they more white sho'd be. 

But beinff vanquisht quite, 
A blusn their cheeks bespred 

Since.which (beleeve the rest) 
The Roses first came red. 
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Comport t 

I Dry your sweet cheek, long dro«n'd with f 

B Knee Clauds disperst, Sudb ^ild the Aire ag^o. 

r Seoa chafe and fret, and beat, and over-boile ; 

f But turne soon after calme, as Balme, or OUe, 

I Winds have their tjine to race ; but when th»j 
The leavie-trees nod ip a atill-lKirn peace. 
Your Btonne is over; Lady, now appeare 
Like ta the peeping spring-time of the yeare. 
Off then with grave "clothes ; put fresh colours on j" 
And flow, and flame, in your Vermillion. ' 

Upon your cheek sate Ysiclea awhile ; . 

Now let the Kose raigne like a Queene, and ■milcuJ 



How Violets cams blew 

LoTE on a day (wise Poets tell) 

Some time in wrangling Bpent, 
Whether the Violets sho'd eicellj 

Or she, in sweetest scent. 
But Venus having lost the day, 

Poore Girlea, she fell on yon , 
And beat ye so, (as some dare say) 

Her blowes did make ye blew. 



1. Thou art to all lost love the best, 

llie onely true plant found. 
^Vherewith young men and maids distrt 
And left of love, 

2. When once the Lovers Rose is dead, 

Or laid aside forlorne ; 
Then Willow-garlands, 'bout the head, 

Bedew'd with ti 



3 ye blew. 

Ind, ' J 

I maids distreat,9 

;e is dead, m 

ut the head, M 
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3. When with Neglect^ (the Lovers hane) 

Poore Maids rewarded he^ 
For their love lost ; their onely gaine 
Is but a Wreathe from thee. 

4. And underneath thy cooling shade^ 

(When weary of the light) 
The love-spent Youth^ and love-sick Maid 
Come to weep out the night 

Mrs. Eliz. Wheeler^ under the name of the 

LOST ShEPARDESSE. 

Among the Mirtles^ as I walkt. 

Love and my sighs thus intertalkt : 

Tell me, said I, in deep distresses 

Wliere I may find my Shepardesse. 

Thou foole, said Love, know'st thou not this ? 

In every thing that's sweet, she is. 

In yona Carnation goe and seek. 

There thou shalt find her lip and cheek : 

In that ennamel'd Pansie by. 

There thou shalt have her curious eye . 

In bloome of Peach, and Roses bud. 

There waves the Streamer of her blood. 

^is true, said I, and thereupon 

I went to pluck them one by one^ 

To make of parts an union ; 

But on a sudden all were gone. 

At which I stopt ; Said Love, these be 

The true resemblances of thee ; 

For as these flowers, thy joyes must die. 

And in the turning of an eye ; 

And all thy hopes of her must wither. 

Like those short sweets ere knit together. 

To THE Kino 

Ip when these Lyricks (Cesar^ You shall heare. 
And that Apollo shall so toucn Your eare. 
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I Aa for to make this, tbat, or any ona H 

Numbnr. Yntir nwnn. hv fren Adnntinn • 



I 



Number, Your owdb, by free Adoptio 
That Verse, uf all tbe Verses here, shall be 
The Heiro to Tbia grest Realms of Poetry. 



'ODDSBss of Youth, anil Lady uf the Spring, 
xMoitjU iQ be the Consort to a King) 
Be pleas'd to rest you in This Sacred Grove, 
Beset with Mirtles ; whoee each leafe drops Lore. 
Many a Bweet-fac't Wood-Nymph here ia see 
Of which chaat Order You are now the Quee 
Witnesse their Homage, when they come and str 
Your Walks with Flowers, and give their Crown 

you. 
Your Iieavie-Tbroae (with Lilly-work) posse«se ; 
And be both Priucesse here, and Poetre§Be. 



ITbb Poera ooos wishes for tub i 
HANDBOUQ PltlNCE, TBB Dui 



May Ilia pretty Duke-ship grow 
Like t' a Hose of Jericho : 
Sweeter far, then ever yet 
Showra or Sun-shines co'd beget. 
May the Graces, and the Howers 
Strew bis hopes, and Him with flowers: 
And ao dresse him up with Love, 
As to be the Chick of Jove. 
May the thrice-three-Sistera sing 
Him the Soveraigne of their Spring : 
And entitle none to be 
Prince of Hellicon, but He. 
May bis soft foot, where it treads, 
Gardens thence produce and Meao^! 
And those Meddowes full be Bf' -*^^ 
With tbe Rose, and Violet. 
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May his ample Name be knowne 
To the last succession : 
And his actions high be told 
Through the world, but writ in gold. 



To AlTTHEA^ WHO MAT COMMAND HIM ANT THING 

!• Bid me to live^ and I will live 
Thy Protestant to be : 
Or bid me love^ and I will give 
A loving heart to thee. 

2. A heart as soft^ a heart as kind^ 

A heart as sound and free^ 
As in the whole world thou canst find^ 
That heart He give to thee. 

3. Bid that heart stay^ and it will stay^ 

To honour thy Decree : 
Or bid it languish quite away^ 
And 't shall doe so for thee. 

4. Bid me to weep^ and I will weep^ 

While I have eyes to see : 
And having none^ yet I will keep 
A heart to weep for thee. 

5. Bid me despaire^ and He despaire^ 

Under that Cypresse tree : 
Or bid me die^ and I wiU dare 
E'en Deaths to die for thee. 

OL Thou art my life^ my love^ my hearty 
The very eyes of me : 
And hast command of every part^ 
To live and die for thee. 
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UrON A lUID THAT DYED THE DAT BHB « 

That Morne which saw me made 
The Ev'ning witnest that 1 dy'd. 
Those holy lig-hta, wherewith the- 
Unto the bed the bashfull Bride ;' 
Serv'd, but as Tapera, for to burn 
And light my ReliqueB to their U 
This Epitaph, which here yon Bee 
Supply d the Epithalamie. 



1. Ye have been fresh and Kreen, 

Ye have been fiU'd witb flow< 
And ye the Walks have been 
Where Maids have spent the' 

2. You have beheld, how they 

With Wicker Arks did come 
To kisse, and beare away 
The riclier Couslips borne. 

3. Y'ave heard them sweetly sing. 

And seen them in a Round: 
Each Virgin, like a Spring, 
With Hony-Buccles crown' d. 

4. But now, ire see, none here, 

'Whose silv'rie feet did tread, 
And with dishevell'd Haire, 
Adortt'd this smoother Mead, 

6. Like Unthrifts, having spent 
Your,stock, and needy growi 
Y'are left here to lament 
Yonr poore estates, alone. 
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To His Houshold gods ^ 

Rise, Housliold-gods, and let us goe ; 
But whither, I my selfe not know. 
First, let us dwell on rudest seas ; 
Next, with severest Salvages ; 
Last, let us make our best abode. 
Where humane foot, as yet, n'er trod : 
Search worlds of Ice ; and rather there 
Dwell, then in lothed Devonshire. 



To THB NiGHTINOALE, AND ROBIN ReD-BREST 

When I departed am, ring thou my knell. 
Thou pittifull, and pretty Philomel : 
And when I 'm laid out for a Corse ; then be 
Thou Sexton (Red-brest) for to cover me. 



To THE Yew and Ctpbesse to grace his 

Funerall 

1. Both you two have 
Relation to the grave : 

And where 
The Fun'rall-Trump sounds, you are there. 

2. I shall be made 

Ere long a fleeting shade : 
Pray come. 
And doe some honour to my Tomb. 

3. Do not deny 

My last request ; for I 
Will be 
Thankfiill to you, or friends, for mew 
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I cjkLL, 1 call ; who doe ye call ? 

Tbe Maids to catch this Cowslip-ball ; 

But since thtise Co wall ps fading- be. 

Troth, leave the flowers, and Maids, take mo. 

Yet, if that neither you will doe, 

Speak but the word, and lie take you. 



YoD say y" are sweet ; how sho'd we know 
Whether that you be sweet or no? 
From Powders and Perfumes keep free ; 
Then we shall smell bow sweet you be. 



1. What 'b that we see from far ? the spring of Day 
Bloom'd from the East, or faire Injewel d May 

Blowne out of April ; or some New- 
Star fill'd with glory to our view, 
I Reaching at heaven, 

L To adde a nobler Planet to tbeseven? 
H Say, or doe we not descrie * 

B. Some Guddesse, in a cloud of TifTanie 
I To move, or rather the 

Emergent Venus from the Sea? 

2, 'Tis she ! 'tis she I or else some more Divine 
Enlightned substance ; mark how from the 

Of holy Saints she paces on. 
Treading upon Vermilion 

And Amber ; Spice- 

tlng the Chftf't-Aire with fumes of Paradiso. 
Then come on, come on, and yeeld 
A savour like unto a blessed field. 
When the bedabled Morns 
Washes the golden eares of corne. 
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3. See where she cornea ; and smell ho» all the street 
Breftthes Vine-yardEandPomi^raiiates: Ohow sweetl 

As s fir'd Altar, is each stODB, 
Perspiring pounded CyQamoD. 

The Phenix neat, 
BuUt lip of odoura, burneth in her breast. 

Who thereia wo'd not consume 
Hia soule to Asb-beapa in that rich perfume? 
Bestroaking Fate the nhile 
He bums to Embers ou the Pile. 

4. Himen, Himen ! tread the sacred ground ; 
Shew thy white feet, and head with Marjora 

Mount up thy flames, and let thy Torch 
Diaplay the Bridegroom in the porch. 
In his desires 
More towrinjt, more disparkling then thy fires : 
^ Shew her how his eyes du turne 

^L|^d Toule about, aod in tl^eir motions burne 
^^F Their balls to Cindars : haste, 

^B Or else to ashes be will waste. 

S,~C1ide by the banks of Virgins then, and passe 
The Shewers of Boaes, lucky four-leav'd grasae: 
The while the cloud of younglings sing, 
And drown yee with a flowrie Spring ; 
While some repeat 
Your praise, and bless you, sprinkling you with 
WTieat: 

While that others doe divine ; 

E^'-il it the Bride en vhom the Sun doth ihine; 
And thousands gladly wish 
Vou multiply, as doth a Fish, 
d beautiona Bride we do confess y' are wise, 
III dealing forth theae bashfull jealousies : 
In Lor's name do so ; and a price 
Set on your selfe, by being nice : 

But yet take heed ; 
^^Sliftt now you seem, be not the same indeed. 
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And turne Apostate : Love will 
Part of the way be met ; or sit stone-still. 

On then^ and though you slow- 
ly go, yet, howsoever, go. 

7. And now y* are enter'd ; see the Codled ^ Cook 
Runs from his Torrid Zone, to prie, and look. 

And blesse his dainty Mistresse : see^ 
The Aged point out. This is she. 
Who now must sway 
The House (Love shield her) with her Yea and Nay: 

And Uie smirk fiutler thinks it 
Sin, in 's Nap'rie, not to express his wit ; 

Each striving to devise 
Some gin, wherewith to catch your eyes. 

8. To bed, to bed, kind Turtles, now, and write 
This the shortest day, and this the longest night; 

But yet too short for you : 'tis we. 
Who count this night as long as three. 
Lying alone. 
Telling the Clock strike Ten, Eleven, Twelve, One, 

Quickly, quickly then prepare ; 
And let the Young-men and the Bride-maids share 

Your Garters ; and their joynts 
Encircle with the Bride-grooms Points. 

9. By the Brides eyes, and by the teeming life 

Of her green hopes, we charge ye, that no strife, 
(Farther then Gentlenes tends) gets place 
Among ye, striving for her lace : 
O doe not fall 
Foule in these noble pastimes, lest ye call 

Discorde in, and so divide 
The youthfull Bride-groom, and the fragrant Bride 

Which Love fore-fend ; but spoken 
Be 't to your praise, no peace was broken. 

10. Strip her of Spring-time, tender- whimpring-maids. 
Now Autumne 's come, when all those flowrie aids 

^ * Scorched.' 
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^^m Of her Delayea must end; DispoEs 

That Lady-smock, that Pansie, and that Koae 
Neatly apart ; 
But for Prick -wad am, and for (Jeatle-heart ; 

And soft Maidens-blusli, the Bride 
Makes hoi; these, ail others lay agide : 

Then strip her, or unto her 
Let him come, vho dnres undo her. 

11. And to enchant yee more, see every where 
Aboat the Roofe a Syreu in a Sphere ; 
(Ab we think) singing to the dinne 
Of many a narbling- Chembin : 

O marke yee how 
The soule of Nature melts in numbers : now 

See, a thousand Cupids flye. 
To light their Tapers at the Brides briirht eye. 

Ti. RbH ■ <ii. [.or tl.oo'I tiro 



12, And to yonr more bewitching, see, the proud 
Plumpe Bed beare up, and svcelliug like a cloud. 
Tempting the two too modest ; can 
Yee eee it brusle like a Swan, 

And you be cold 
To meet it, when it woo's and seemee to fold 
The Annes to hugge it.* throw, throw 
Your selves into the mighty over-flow 

Of that white Pride, and Drowns 
The oight, with you, in floods of Downe. 

IS. The bed is ready, and the maze of Love 

Lookee for the treaders ; every where is wove 
Wit and new misterie ; read, and 
Put in practise, to understand 

And know each wile, 
Each bieroglyphick of a kisse or smile ; 

And do it to the full ; reach 
High in your own concetpt, and some way teach 
Nature and Art, one more 
^^■^ Pixy then they ever knew before. 



J 
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I 11. If Deeds ire must for CcTemonies-sake, 

I Blesse a Sack-posset ; Luck go with it ; 

I The Night-Charme quickly ; you Iiave 

I And magicks for to end, and bells, 

I To passe ; but such 

I And of such Torture as no one would grntij 

I To live therein for ever : Frie 

I And consamCj and grow agaio to die, 

I And live, and in that case^ 

I Love the confusion of the place. 

I 16. But since It must he done, dispatch, and so 

1 Up in a sheet your Bride, and what if eo 

I It he with Rock, or wallea of Brasse, 

I Ye Towre her up, as Danae waa; 

I Thinke you that this, 

I Or hell it selfe a powerful! Bulwarke is ? 

I I tell yce no ; but like a 

I Bold bolt of thunder he will make his way, 

I And rend the cloud, and th 

I The sheet about, like flakes of snow. 

I 16, All nowis huaht in silence; Midwife-moon* 

I With all her Owle-ey'd issue begs a boon 

I Which you must grant; that's entrance 

I ^Vhich extract, all we can call pith 

I And quintiscence 

I Of Planetary bodies ; so commence 

I All faire Constellations 

1 Looking upon yee. That t*o Nations 

I Spriaging from two such ¥\ 

I May blaze the vertue of their Sire*. 

m Thb siiJiEN Snakb 

■ FoH sport my Julia threw a Lace 

I Of silke and silver at my face : 

H Watchet^ the silke wiis : and did maki 

H A shew, as if 't 'ad been a snake : 

H The Guddeoness did me affright ; 

I But though it scar'd, it did not bite. 

m > 'Dkikhloa,' i 
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Upon Hiueelfh 



P 



Notbin;; bot, or nothing cold. 
Put in Love, and put ia too 
Jeslonaie, and boUi will tbrough : 
Put in Feare, and hope, and doubt , 
What comes in, runnes quickly out A 
Put in secrecies withal], 
Wbatere enters, out it shall ; 
But if you can stop tbe Sive, 
For mine onn part, I 'de as lleTC 
Msides sho'd Bay, or Virgins aing', 
Herrick keeps, as bolds notbing. 

Upon Love 
LovB 's a thin^, (as I do heare) 
Ever full of pensive feare ; 
lUther then to whicb 1 'le fall. 
Trust me, 1 'le not like at all : 
If to love I should entend. 
Let my haire then stand an end ; 
And that terrour likewise prove 
Fatoll to me in my love. 
But if horrour c-annot slake _ 

Flames, which wn'd an entrance make ; 
Then the next thin^ I desire, 
1 love, and live i' th" fire. 



To iU. tUUNO MEN TBAT LOVB 

\!U> wish you all, who lore, 
Thttt ye could your thoughts remoi 
From your Mistresses, and be, 
Wisely wanton (like to me.) 
1 could wish you disposseat 
Of that FifJid that marra j/ouf rut 
AnA with Tapers comes to fright 
Your weake senses in the oignt. 
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I co'd wiaii, ye all, who frie 
Cold aa lc;e, or coole as I. 
But if fiameB best like ye, then 
Much good do 't ye Geatlemen. 
I a merry beart will keep, 
While you wring your haoda and.* 

The Eyes 
'Tib a known principle in War, 
The eies be first, that conquer'd a 

No FAULT IN WOMBB 

No fault in women to refuse 
The offer, which they most wo'd chnd 
No &ult in women, to confesae 
Hov tedious they are in their dreBBS, i 
No fault in women, to lay on 
The tincture of Vermillion : 
And there to give the cheek a die 
Of white, where nature doth deny. 
No fault in women, to make shotr 
Of largeness, when th' are nothine i 
(When true it is, the outside swela 
With inward Buckram, little el 
No fault in women, *hough tbey bs 
Butseldome from suspition free: 
No fault in womankind, at all. 
If they but slip, and never falL 

Oberons Fr*st 

SbapootI ' to thee the Fairy Stats 
I with diicretion, dedicate. 
Becatiie thou prizest things that art 
Ourioas, and an-famiiiar 
Take first the feast ; thete dithes go 
Wee' t see the Fairy-Court anon, 

' ShApoot, Thoouu, a Uwyer, the poet'* I 
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n,B mnshroome-tBble spred. 
After short prayers, they set on bread ; 
A Mooa-parcht grain of purest wheat, 
With Home small glit'rinff ^f't*, to eate 
His choyce bitts with ; then in a trice 
They make a feast Jesse great then nice. 
But all this while his eye is serv'dj 
We must not thinke his eare woa sterv'd 
But that there was in place to stir 
His Spleen, the chirring Grasshopper; 
The merry Cricket, puling Flie, 
The piping Gnat for minstralcy. 
And now, we must imagine fimt. 
The Elves present to i]ueiic!i his thirst 
A pure Beed-I'earle of Infant dew. 
Brought and besweetned in a blew 
And pregnant violet ; which done, 
His killing eyes begin to runne 
Quite through the table, where he spies 
■fiie homes of paperie Butterflies : 
Of which he eates, and tastes a little 
Of that we call the Cuckoes spittle. 
A little Fuz-ball pudding etands 
By, yet not blessed by his hands. 
That was too coorse ; but then forthwith 
He ventures boldly on the pith 
Of Bugred Rush, and eates the sagge' 
And well bestrutted ' Bees sweet hagge : 
Gladding his pallat with some store 
Of Emltaeggs; what wo'd he more? 
But Beards of Mice, a Newt's stew'd thigh, 
A bloated Earewig, and a Flie ; 
With the Red-capt worme, that 's shut 
Within the concave of a Nut, 
Browne as his Tooth. A little Moth, 
I^te fatned in a piece of cloth : 
With withered cherries ; Mandrakes eares ; 
Moles eyes; to these, the slain-Stage teares 

1 'SwinipagbackwardH and farwarda.^ 
• ' With leg> wide apart.' 
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L,^Tbe unctuous dewlaps of a Snaile 
The broke-beart of a Nightiiigale 
Ore-come in muaicke ; witb a win 
Ne're ravieht trom the flatteriDg Vinfl|( 
Bnt gently preat from the soft side J 
Of tbe most sweet aod dainty BridSj 
Brought in a dainty daizie, which 
He feUy quaffs up to bewitch 
His blood to height ; this done, con 
Grace by his Priest ; Thefeaxt U eru 



Heare, ye Vicgias, and lie teach. 
What the times of old did preach. 



Kept, as Danae, in a Tower ; 
But yet Love (who subtile is) 
Crept to that, and came to this. 
Be ye lockt up like to these. 
Or the rich Heaperides ; 
Or those Babies in your eyes. 
In their ChrisUU Nunneries ; 
Notwithstanding Love will winj 
Or else force a pussage in : 
And as coy he, as you can. 
Gifts will get ye, or the man. 

The Bell-uak 

FaoM noise of Scare-fires rest ye free. 
From Murders Benedicitie. 
From all mischances, that may frif 
your pleasing slumbers in the niffU 



frigM 
niffUJ 
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Mercie secure ye all^ and keep 
The Goblin from ye^ while ye sleep. 
Past one aclock^ and almost two^ 
My Masters all^ Good day to you. 



Bashfulnessb 

Of all our parts^ the eyes ezpresse 
The sweetest kind of bashfulnesse. 



To THB MOST ACCOMPIilSHT GeNTLEMAN^ MaSTER 

Edward Noroate^ Clark of the Signet to 
HIS Majesty. Epio. 

Fob one so rarely tun'd to fit all parts ; 
For one to whom espous'd are all the Arts ; 
Long have I sought for : but co'd never see 
Them all concenter' d in one man^ but Thee. 
Thus^ thou^ that man art^ whom the Fates conspir'd 
To make but one (and that's thy selfe) admir'd. 

Upon Prudence Baldwin her sicknessr 

Prctb^ my dearest Maid^ is sick^ 
Almost to be Lunatick : 
.ffisculapius ! come and bring 
Means for her recovering'; 
And a gallant Cock shall be 
Offer'd up by Her^ to Thee. 

To Apollo. A short Hymns 

Phcebus ! when that I a Verse^ 
Or some numbers more rehearse ; 
Tune my words^ that they may fall^ 
Each way smoothly Musicall : 
For which favour^ there shall be 
Swans devoted unto tiiee. 
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A Hyknb to BACCHrs 

Bacchus, let me drink do more ; 
Wild are Seas, that want a shore. 
^Vhen our drinking has no stint, 
There is no one pleasure io 't. 
I have drank up for to please 
Thee, that great cup Hercules : 
Urge no more ; and there shall be 
Daffadills g'en up to Thee. 



On Hiheglfe 

Here down my wearyed limhs lie lay ; 
My Pilgrims staffe ; my weed of gray ; 
My Palmera hat ; my Scallops shell ; 
My Crosse ; my Cord ; aud all farewell. 
For having now my journey done, 
(Just at the setting of the Sun) 
Here I have found a Chamber fit, 
(God and good friends be thankt for it) 
Where if 1 can a lodger be 
A little while from Tramplers' free ; 
At my up-rising next, I shall. 
If not requite, yet thank ye iJl. 
Meanewhile, the Holy-Rood hence &ight 
The fouler Fiend, and evill Spright, 
From scanog you or yours this night 



Upon a aaust that dved 

HnitB she lies, a pretty bad, 
Lately made of flesh and blood : 
Who, as Boone, fell fast asleep. 
As ber little eyes did peep. 
Give her strewings ; hut not stir 
The earth, that lightly covers her. 



I 
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COWTBNT, NOT GATES 

"Hs not the food, but the content 
That makes the Tables merriment. 
Where Trouble servea the board, we e 
The Platters there, as Mione as meat. 
A little Pipkin with a bit 
Of Mntton, or of Veale in it. 
Set on my Table, (Trouble-free) 
More then a Feast conteoteth me. 



Tk» EnTBHTAlWHENr : OB, PoROH-VEBBE, 

MABHiAoa OF Mr. H&n. Northlv, 
MOST WITTY Mna, Letticb Yard. 



Weelcohe ! but jet no entrance, till we blesse 
First 70U, then you, and both for white successe. 
Profiuie no Porch young man and maid, for fear 
Ve wrong the Threshold-god, that keeps peace here 
Please him, and then all good-luck will betide 
You, the brisk Bridegroome, you the dainty Bride. 
Do all tbings sweetly, and in comely wise; 
Put on your Garlands first, then Sacrifice ; 
That done; when both of you hare seemly fed, 
We '11 call on Night, to bring ye both to Bed : 
Where being laid, all Faire sigiies looking on. 
Fish-like, eacrease then to a million : 
And millions of spring-times may ye Have, 
WUcb spent, one death bring to ye both one Gra 



I 



Tbe ooon-Nioar or Bi.EBBtNO 



abundance come. 
To the Bnde, and to ber Groome ; 
May the Bed, and this short night. 
Know the fulness of delight ! 
Pleasures, many here attend ye. 
And ere long, a Boy, Love send ye 



■1 ■ 
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Curld and comely^ and so trimme^ 
Maides (in time) may ravish him. 
Thus a dew of Graces fall 
On ye both ; Goodnight to all. 



To Daffadills 

1. Fairs Da£fadills^ we weep to see 

You haste away so soone : 
As yet the early-rising Sun 
Has not attain'd his Noone. 
Stay, stay. 
Until the hasting day 

Has run 
But to the Eren-sonff ; 
And, having pray'd togeuier, we 
Will go with you along. 

2. We have short time to stay, as you 

We have as short a Spring ; 
As quick a growth to meet Decay, 
As you, or any thing. 

We die. 
As your hours doe, and drie 

Away, 
Like to the Summers raine ; 
Or as the pearles of Mornings dew 
Ne'r to be found againe. 



Upon a Lady that dyed in child-bed, and 
a daughter behind her 

As Gilly flowers do but stay 

To blow, and seed, and so away ; 

So you sweet Lady (sweet as May) 

Tlie gardens-glory liv'd a while. 

To lend the world your scent and siiii 



r 



I 
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But when youc own faire print was set 
Once in a Virgin Floaculet, 
(Sweet 33 jour selfe, and newly blown) 
To give that life, resign'd your own : 
But so, ss Etill the mothera power 
Livei in the pretty Lady-flower. 



fsV TEISES SIFT SENT TO SlR SiMEON StHWARD 

No news of Navies burnt at Seas ; 
No noise of late spawn'd Tittyries: ' 
No cloeset plot, or open vent, 
Thftt frights men with a Parliament : 
No Dew devise, or late-found trick. 
To read by th' Starrea, the Kingdoms sick : 
No ginne to catcli the State, or wring 
The free-born NoBthrillB of the King, 
We send to you ; but here a jolly 
Verse crown'd with Yvie, and with Holly : 
That telti of Winters Tales and Mirth, 
That Milk-Maids make about the hearth. 
Of Christnias sports, the Wassell-boule, 
That lost up, after Foi-i' th' hole : 
Of Blind-man-buffe, and of the care 
That young' men have to shooo the Mara : 
Of Twelf-tide Cakes, of Pease, and Beanes 
IFherewith ye make those merry Sceanes, 
Whenas ye cbuse your King and Queen, 
And cry out. Hey, for our toum green. 
Of Ash-heapes, in the which ye use 
Husbands and Wives by streakes to chuse : 
Of crackling Laurel], which fore-sounds 
A Plenteous harvest to your grounds : 
Of these, and such like things, for shift, 
Wtt send in stead of New-yearea gift. 
Read then, and when your faues ehine 
With bucksome meal and capring Wine ; 
laDb«r« at a olab which lonk iM duidb from Virgil.* 



124 HERRICK'S POEMS 

Remember us in Cups full crown'd^ 
And let our Citie-health go rounds 

?|uite through the young maids and the men^ 
o the ninth number^ if not tenne ; 
Until the fired Chesnuts leape 
For joy, to see the fruits ye reape. 
From the plumpe Challice^ and the Cup^ 
That tempts till it be tossed up : 
Then as ye sit about your embers. 
Call not to mind those fled Decembers ; 
But think on these^ that are t' appeare. 
As Daughters to the instant yeare : 
Sit crown'd with Rose-buds, and caronse. 
Till Liber Pater twirles the house 
About your eares ; and lay upon 
The yeare (your cares) that's fled and gon. 
And let the russet Swaines the Plough 
And Harrow hang up resting now ; 
And to the Bag-pipe all addresse ; 
Till sleep takes place of wearinesse. 
And thus, throughout, with Christmas playes 
Frolick the full twelve Holy-dayes. 



Mattens, or morning Praybb 

When with the Virgin morning thou do'st rise. 
Crossing thy selfe ; come thus to sacrifice : 
First wash thy heart in innocence, then bring 
Pure hands, pure habits, pure, pure every thing. 
Next to the Altar humbly kneele, and thence. 
Give up thy soule in clouds of frankinsenoe. 
Thy ffolden Censors fill'd with odours sweety 
Shall make thy actions with their ends to meet. 



Evensong 

Beqinnb with Jove ; then is t\i© ^otVft ViM^ ^fssii^\ 
Andmnnea most 8mootJiiy,^^eii^^^>««««jas 
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Jore's is the fint and last : the Mom's his diui. 
The midst is thine ; but Joves the Erening t«o 
As Eure a Mattins do's to him belong. 
So sure be layea claime to the Evensong. 

Tbb Bbacelbt to Joua 

Why I tye about thy wrist 
Julia, this mf siikea ttriet; 
For what other reason ia't, 
o shew thee how in part. 



Tie but silke that bindeth thee. 
Knap' the thread, and thou art free; 
But 'tis otherwise with me ; 
1 am bound, and fast bcand so. 
That from thee I cannot go, 
Iflco'd, IwodnotBO. 

ThB ChBISTUH MnjTANT 

A MAN prepttr'd against all ills to come. 

That dares to de^ the fire of marljrdome : 

That aleeps at home ; and ssyling there at ease, 

Feares not the fierce sedition of the Seas : 

That's counter-proofe against the Farms mishaps, 

Undreodfull too of courtly thunderclaps : 

That weares one face (like heaven) and nerei 

A change, when Fortune either comes, or go 

That keepea his own strong guard, in the despight J 

Of what can hurt by day, or karme by night : 

'nut t»kes and ce-delivers every stroake 

Of Chance (a? made up ail of rock, and oake :) 

That sigiis at others death ; smiles at bis owu 

Most dire and horrid crucilixioD. 

Who for true glory suffers thus ; we grant 

Him t« be here our Christian militant. 
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Thovoh I cannot g'ive thee fires 
Glit'ring to mj free deaires : 
These accept, and lie be free. 
Offering Poppy unto thee. 

Another to Nbptuwh 

MioDTS Neptune, maj it please 
lliee, the Rector of the Seas, 
That my Barque may safety rum 
Throug-h thy watrie-region ; 
And a Tunme-lish Bhall be 
Offer'd up, with thaaka to thee. 

HtS EHBAUHINO TO JdUA 

Fon my embalmin)^, Julia, do hut this, "1 
Give thou my lips but their supreaniest kiatf 
Or else trans-fuse thy breath into the chea^g 
Where my small reliques must for ever rert 
That breath the Balm, the myrrh, the Nard 
To ^Ye an in corruption unto me. 

Gold, before Gdodnesbb 

I How rich a man in, nil desire to knov 
But Done enquires if good he be, or 



1. Amonq thy Fancies, tell me this, 
WTiat is the thing we call a kisse? 

2. I ehall resolve ye, whnt it U. 

It is a creature born and bred 
Between the lipa, (all cherrie-red,) 
By love and warme desires fed, 
CSior. And makes more soft the Bridall Beii 
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2. It is an active flame^ that flies^ 
Firsts to the Babies of the eyes ; 
And charmes them there with lullabies 
%or. And stils the Bride too^ when she cries. 

2. Then to the chin^ the cheeky the eare^ 
It frisks^ and flyes^ now here^ now there^ 
'Tis now farre off, and then 'tis nere ; 
Uhar, And here^ and there^ and every where. 

1. Ha's it a speaking virtue ? 2. Yes. 
1. How speaks it^ say? 2. Do you but this^ 
Part your joyn'd lips^ then speaks your kisse 
Thor, And this Loves sweetest language is. 

1. Has it a body ? 2. I^ and wings^ 
With thousand rare encolourings : 
And as it flyes^ it gently sings^ 
^ftor. Love^ honie yeelds ; but never stings. 



The Admonition 

Seect thou those Diamonds which she weares 

In that rich Carkanet ; 
Or those on her dishevel'd haires^ 

Faire Pearles in order set ? 
Beleeve young man all those were teares 

By wretched Wooers sent. 
In mournfull Hyacinths and Rue, 

That figure discontent ; 
Which when not warmed by her view. 

By cold neglect, each one, 
Congeal'd to Pearle and stone ; 

Which precious spoiles upon her. 
She weares as trophees other honour. 
Ah then consider ! Wnat all this implies ; 
She that will weare thy teares, we'd weare thine 

eyes. 
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To HU HONODRED K 



I CAW but uame thee, and methinka I a 
All tbat have been, or are canonicall 
For love and bountie, to come ceare, and i 
Their many vertuea volum'd up in thee ; 
In thee Brave Man ! Whose incorrupted fi 
Casta forth a ligbt like to a Virgin flame : 
And as it shines, it throwes a scent about, 
Aa when a Rain-bow in perfumes goea oat 
So vanish hence, but leave a name, as swei 
As Benjamin,' and Storax, when they m 



On HtMSBLPB 

AsKB me, why I do not aing 
To the tension of the string, 
Ab 1 did, not long ago. 
When my numbers full did flow: 
Griefe (ay me !) hath struck my '. 
And my tongue at one time mute. 



To Larb 






No more shall I, since 1 am driven hence. 
Devote to thee tny grainea of Frankinsence 
No more ahall I from maiitlo-trees hang do 
To honour thee, my little Paraly crown : 
No more shall 1 (I feare me) to thee bring 
My cliivea of Garlick for an offering : 
No more shall 1, from henceforth, heare a 
Of merry Crickets by my Country fire. 
Go where I will, thou luckie Larr stay hen 
Warme by a glit'ring chimnie all the year( 



1 Betuwia. 



J 
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The departure of the good Demon 

What can I do in Poetry, 
Now the good Spirit's gone from me? 
Why nol£ing now, but lonely sit. 
And over-read what I have writ. 



lis AOE^ dedicated TO HIS PECULIAR FRIEND, M. JoHN 
WiCKBS, UNDER THE NAME OF PoSTBUMUS 

1. Ah Posthumus ! Our yeares hence flye^ 
And leave no sound ; nor piety. 

Or prayers, or vow 
Can keepe the wrinkle from the brow : 

But we must on. 
As Fate do's lead or draw us ; none. 
None, Posthumus, co'd ere decline 
The doome of cruell Proserpine. 

2. The pleasinff wife, the house, the ground 
Must dil beleft, no one plant found 

To follow thee. 
Save only the Curst-Cipresse tree : 

A merry mind 
Looks forward, scornes what 's left behind : 
Let's live, my Wickes, then, while we may. 
And here enjoy our Holiday. 

3. Wave seen the past-best Times, and these 
Will nere return, we see the Seas, 

And Moons to wain ; 
But they fill up their Ebbs again : 

But vanisht, man 
Like to a Lilly-lost, nere can^ 
Nere can repullulate, or bring 
His dayes to see a second Spring. 

I 
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4. But oa we must, and thitber teo^fl 

Wlere AnchuB and rich Tullus bl«^ 

Their sacred seed : 
Thus has Infeniall Jove decreed ; 
We must be made. 
Ere long, n sung-, ere Idoj^j a. shadf 
Why tlieu, since life to us i: ' _ 
Let s make it full up, bj our spoil 

6. Crown we our Heads with Roses lj 
And 'noint with Tirian Balme ; 
We two are dead. 
The world with us is buried. 

Then live we free. 
As is the Air, and let us he 
Our own fair wind, and marl; each 01 
Day with the white and Luckie stoiit 



6. We are not poore ; although 
No roofs of Cedar, noi' our brave 







And have out Roof^, 
Although not archt, yet weather^pH 

And seeling free, M 
From that cheape Candle baudery J 
We'le eat our Beane with that fu9 
As we were Lords of uU the eartlufl 

8. Well then, on what Seaa ne are toM 

Our comfort is, we can't be lost. ■ 

Let the winds drive I 
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Our Barke ; yet she will keepe alive 

Amidst the deepes ; 
'Tis constancy (my Wickes) which keepes 
The Pinnace up ; which though she erres 
I' th' Seas^ she saves her passengers. 

9. Say^ we must part (sweet mercy blesse^ 
Us both i' th' Sea^ Camp, Wildemesse) 

Can we so farre 
Stray^ to become lesse circular^^ 

Then we are now ? 
No^ no^ that selfe same hearty that vow. 
Which made us one, shall ne'r undoe ; 
Or ravell so^ to make us two. 

0. Live in thy peace ; as for my selfe^ 
When I am bruised on the Shelfe 

Of Time, and show 
My locks behung with frost and snow : 

Wnen with the reume^ 
The cough, the ptisick, I consume 
Unto an almost nothing ; then^ 
The Ages fled. He call agen : 

.1. And with a teare compare these last 
Lame, and bad times, with those are past. 

While Baucis by. 
My old leane wife, shall kisse it dry : 

And so we '1 sit 
By' th' fire, foretelling snow and slit,^ 
And weather by our aches, grown 
Now old enough to be our own 

2. True Calenders, as Pusses, eare 

Washt o're, to tell what change is neare : 
Then to asswage 

» 'Complete,* * perfect.' » * Sleet,' 
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The gripiii^ of the chine by m 

1 'le call my young | 
1 illuB to fiing such a Bong L 

I made upon my Julia's brest ; I 
And of her bluali at euch a feaSr 



IS. Then shaU he read that flowrt ., 
Enclos'd within a christall shrid 

A PrimroBe next ; 
A piece, then of a higher text: 

For to beget 
In me a more transcendant hea 
Then that insinuating fire, 
M'hich crept into each aged Sipef 

14. When tliB fHire Hellen, from hoei 
Shot fortli lier loving Sorceries :J 

At which 1 'le reare 1 
Mine aged limbs above my chalfl 

And henring it, ■ 

Flutter and crow, aa in a fit M 
Of fresh concupiscence, and cry^ 
No lust thvreg like to Poetry. | 

15. Thus frantick-crazie maa (God wd 
lie call to mind things half forgot 

And oft between. 
Repeat the Times that I have seen 

Thus ripe with tears. 
And twistiog my liilua hairs ; 
Doting, lie weep and say (In Trut! 
Bancis, these were my sins of you' 

16. Then next lie cause my hopefii 
(If a wild Apple can be had) 

To crown the Hear^ 
(Lari' thus conspiring with o 
Then to infuse 
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Our browner Ale into the cruse : 
Which sweetly spic't^ we '1 first carouse 
Unto the Genius of the house. 

7. Then the next health to friends of mine 
(Loving the brave Burgundian wine) 

High sons of Pith^ 
Whose fortunes I have frolickt with : 

Such as co'd well 
Bear up the Magick bought and spel : 
And dancing 'bout the Mystick Tliyrse, 
Give up the just applause to verse : 

3. To those^ and then agen to thee 
We '1 drink^ my Wickes, untill we be 

Plump as the cherry^ 
Though not so fresh^ yet full as merry 

As the crickit ; 
The untam'd Heifer, or the Pricket, 
Untill our tongues shall tell our ears, 
W' are younger by a score of years. 

9. Thus, till we see the fire lesse shine 
From th' embers then the kitlings eime, 

We'lstUlsitup, 
Sphering about the wassail cup. 

To all those times, 
Which gave me honour for my Rhimes : 
The cole once spent, we '1 then to bed, 
Farre more then night bewearied. 



A SHORT HYMNE TO VeNUS 

GoDDEssE, I do love a Girle 
Rubie-lipt, and tooth'd with Pearl : 
If 80 be, I may but prove 
Luckie in this Maide I love : 
I will promise there shall be 
Mirtles offered up to Thee. 
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I, Come come awuy. 
Or let me go ; 
Must I here star 
Because y' are bIoh 
And will continue 
Trotli, Lady, no. 



A slave to state : 
And since I 'm free, 
1 wiU not wait. 
Henceforth at such a rat«. 
For needy Fate. 

, If you desire 
Mj spark sho'd glow. 
The peepinff fire 
You must blow ; 
Or I shall quickly grow. 
To Frost, or Snow. 



Whek I of Villnra doe but heare the nair 
It calls to mind, that mighty Buckin^hs 
Who was your brave exalted Uncle here, 
(Binding the wheele of Fortune to hla Sj 
Who spum'd at Envie ; and co'd bring, w 
An end to all his stately purposes. 
For his love then, whose sacred Heliqnes 
Their Resurrection, and their growth in 
And for my sake, who ever did prefer 
You, above all Those Sweets of Westtnini 
Permit my Book to have a free accesse 
To kiase your hand, most Dainty Gore 



ioTsd 
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Upon his Julia 



Will ye heare^ what I can say 
Briefly of my Julia? 
Black and rowling is her eye^ 
Double chinn'd^ and forehead high : 
Lips she has^ all Rubie red^ 
Cheeks like Creame Enclarited : 
And a nose that is the grace 
And Proscenium of her face. 
So that we may guesse by these^ 
The other parts will richly please. 

To Flowers 

In time of life^ I grac't ye with my Verse ; 
Doe now your flowrie honours to my Herse. 
You shall not languish^ trust me : Virgins here 
Weepings shall make ye flourish all the yeere. 

To MY ill Reader 

Thou say'st my lines are hard ; . 

And I the truth will tell ; 
They are both hard^ and marr'd. 

If thou not read'st them well. 



A Hymne to Venus, and Cupid 

Ska-born Goddesse^ let me be. 
By thy sonne thus grac't, and thee ; 
That whenere I wooe, I find 
Virgins coy, but not unkind. 
Let me when I kisse a maid. 
Taste her lips, so over-laid 
With Love's-sirrop ; that I may. 
In your Temple, when I pray, 
Kisse the Altar, and confess 
Ther 's in love, no bitterness. 
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On Julia's Picture 

How am I ravisht ! when I do but see 
The Painters art in thy Scio^aphy ? 
I If 80^ how much more shall I dote therei 

When once he gives it incarnation ? 



•ij 



Her Bed 

See'st thou that Cloud as silver clearc 
Plump, soft, & swelling everywhere ? 
'Tis Julia's Bed, and she sleeps there. 



Her Legs 

Fain would I kiss my Julia's dainty L 
Which is as white and hair-less as an < 



Upon her Albies 

See how the poore do waiting stand 
For the expansion of thy hand. 
A wafer Dol'd by thee, will swell 
Thousands to feed by miracle. 



The Rainbow 

Look, how the Rainbow doth appeal 
But in one onely Hemisphere : 
So likewise after our disseace. 
No more is seen the Arch of Peace. 
That Cov'nant 's here ; The under-l 
That nothing shoots, but war and w 
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Cove with the Spring-time fortli Fair Maid, and be 

This year again, the medowE Deity. 

Yet ere ye enter, give us leave to set 

tipon your head this flowry Coronet ; 

To mike this oeat dlstlaction from the rest ; 

You are the Prime, and FrincesGe of the Feast : 

To which, with silver feet lend you the way. 

While sweet-breath Nimpbs, attend on you this Day. 

This is your houre; and hest you may command. 

Since you are I^y of this Fairie laud. 

Full mirth wait on you ; and Buch mirth as shall 

Cherrish the cheek, but make none blush at all. 

LoTB to depart, but yet at last, each one 

Biick must uow go to 's habitation : 

Not knowing thus much, when we once do sever, 

Whether or no, that we shall meet here ever, 

Ab for myself, since time a thousand cares 

And griek hath fil'de upon my silver hairs ; 

"Tit to be doubted whether 1 next yeer. 

Or no, shall give ye a re-meeting here. 

If die I must, then my last vow shall be, 

Vou 'I with a tear or two, remember me. 

Your sometime Poet ; but if fates do give 

Jda longer date, aod more fresh Springs to live : 

^^^ vour field, shall her old age renew, 

^^Bok shall make the meddow-verse for you. 

^^Htbe si 

^^^ PeuBHOKE] AND MoNTOOUBRIE 

How dull and dead are books, that cannot show 
A Prince of Pembroke, and that Pembroke, you ! 

■ who are High bom, and a l^rd do lesse 
fcy your &te, then Fortune's mightinesse, 
i i 



138 HERRICK'S POEMS 

WTio hug our Poems (Honourd Sir) and tbj 
The paper gild, and Laureat the pen. 
Nor Buffer you the Poets to sit cold. 
But warm their wits, and turn their lines tl 
Others there be, who righteously will s' 
Those smooth-pac't Numbers, amble every w 
And these brare Measures go a stately trot ; 
Love thosEj like these ; reRard, reward them 
But you, my Lord, are One, whose band alon 
Goes witli your mouth, or du's outrun your4l 
Paying before you praise ; and cockring' w" 
Give both the Gold and Garland unto it. 



An htmne to Juno 

Statblt Goddesse, do thou plea 
Who art chief at marriaees. 
But to dresse the BridalT-Bed, 
When my Love and I shall wed : 
And a Peacock proud shall he 
Offerd up by ua, to thee. 



When thou do'st piay, and sweetly 
Wlether it he the voice or string. 
Or both of them, that do agree 
Thus to eu-trance and ravish me ; 
This, this 1 know, I'm oft struck 
And dye away upon thy Lute. 



1. Tuoit gav'st me leave to kisae ; 

Thou gav'.st me leave to woot 

Thou mad'st me thliike by this 

And that, thou lov'dst me toi 



^" 
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2. But I shall ne-r forget, J 

How for to make thee merrj ; H 

Tbou mad'&t me chop, but yet, H 

Another saapt the Cherry. ■ 


Toi 


■HE HOST uiabneh, wise, and Abch-AktiquabI^ 

M. John Seuien , 



I WHO hare favour'd many, come to be 
Grac't (non at last) or gloriR'd by tbee. 
Loe, 1, the Lyrick Prophet, who have set 
On many a head the Delphick Coronet, 
Come unto thee for Laureil, having spent. 
My wreaths on thoso, who little gave or lent. 
Give me the Daphne^ that the world may know 
Whom they neglected, thou hast crowu'd a Poet, 
A City here of Heroes I have made. 
Upon the rock, whose firm fotindation laid. 
Shall never shrink, where making thine abode. 
Live thou a Selden, that's a Demi-giid. 

Upon Hiuselp 

Tbiio shajt not All die ; for while Love's fire shir 
Upon bis Altar, men shall read thy linos ; 

rearn'd Musicians shall to honour Herricks 
, sod Ills Name, both set, and sing bis Lyric 



Prat ans 



KisPT offer loeense. then thy field and mcada 
Sh.iU Emile and smell the hetter by thy beade. 
The apangliag Dew dreg'd o're the grasse shall be 
Tum'd all to Mell,' and Manna there for tbee. 
Untter of Amber, Cream, and Wine, and Oi!e 
^■haU riin, as rivers, all throughout thy sovl. 
Wod'st thuu to sincere-silver turn thy mold ? 
Pmy ODce, twice pray ; and turn thy ground to gol 
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His LachoiUjE on Mirth, tctkn'd to kodiiriii«1 

1. Call me no more. 
As heretofore. 

The niusick of a Feast; 

Since now (alas) 

The mirth, that was 
In me, is dead or ceast. 

2. Before I went 
To banishment 

Into the loathed West ; 

1 co'd rehearse 

A Ljrick Terse, 
And speak it with Uie best. 

3. But time (Ai me) 
Has l^d, I see. 

My Org-an fast asleep ; 

And turn'd my voice 

Into the noise 
Of those that ait and weep. 



So smell those odours that do rise 

Fi'am out the wealthy spiceries : 

So smele the flowre of bloomiug Clove ; 

Or Rosea smother'd in the stove : 

So amella the Aire of spiced Wine ; 

Or Essences of Jessimine : 

So smells the Breath about the hives. 

When well the work of hooy thrives ; 

And all the busie Factours come 

Idtden with wax imd hony home : 

So smell those neat and woven Bowers, 

All over-archt with Orin^e flowers. 

And Almond blossoms, that do mix 

To BUike rich thue Aromstikea : 



i 1 



hme bracelets, and those b 
Of Amber chaf t between the hands, 
^Vhen thus eokindled they transpire 
A noble perfume from the fire. 
The wine of cherries, and to these. 
The coofitig breath of Re.i:patEes ; ' 
The smell of mornings milk, and cr 
Butter of Cowslips mist with them ; 
Of rosted warden, or bak'd peare. 
These are not to be reckon'd here ; 
Whenas the meane.'st part of lier. 
Smells like the maiden-Pomander. 
Thus sweet she smells, or what can I 
More lik'd by her, or lov'd by mee. 



BIS EmswoMAN MisraiB Elizabeth Hei 

Sweet virgin, that I do not set 
The pillars ap of weeping Jot, 
Or mournfiill Marble ; let thy shad< 
Not wrathfuU seem, or fright the M 

Who hither at her wonted howers 

Shall come to strew thy earth with flowBTB, 

No, know (Blest Maide) when there's uol ok 

Remainder left of Brasse or stone, 

Thy liviog Epitaph shall be. 

Though lost in them, yet found in lue. 

Dear, in thy bed of Roses, then. 

Till this world shall dissolve as men, 

I Sleep, while we hide thee from the li^ht. 
Drawing thy curtains round : Good nigjit. 
A Pan 
u. I ahi 
Is 
I Thee, 



KA Pahzqerick to Snt Lewis Pkubbbton 



a and thy Lnrri' ; 
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HttU, : 



To Shi 



ay I 



To the wora Threaliold, Porch, 
Kitchin, 

The fet-fed Bmoking Temple, which ii 
The wholesome savour ofthjr mighty Chines I 

Invites to supper him who dines. 
Where laden spits, warp't with large 
Beefe, 

Not represent, but give reliefe 
To the lankfrStranger, and the sowre Swain j _ 

Where both may feed, and a 
For no blaek-bearded Vigil from thy doore 

Beats with a button'd-staffe the poors s^ 
But from thy warm-love-hatchiDg- ^tes each] 

Take friendly morsels, and Uiere stay .' 
an his thin-clad members, if he likes, 

For thou no Porter keep'st who strikes. 
No commer to thy Roofe his Guest-rite wants; 

Or staying there, is acourg'd with tauuts 
Of some rough Groom, who (yirkt with Conu) 

Sir, „ , . ; 

Y'ave dipt too long i' th' Vinegar ; J 

And with our Broth and bread, and biU' 

V'ave fared well, pray make an end ; 
Two dayes y'ave larded here ; a third, yee knoi 

Makes guests and (ish smell strong ; pra; 
You to some other chimney, and there take 

Essay of other giblets ; make J 

You merry at anothera hearth ; y'are here I 

Welcome as thnnder to our beere : I 
Manners knowes distance, and a man unruda % 

Wo'd soon recoile, and not intrnde 
His Stomach to a second Meale. No, no. 

Thy house, well fed and taught, can sho" 
No such crab'd vinard : Thou hast learnt thy Tt 

With heart and hand to entertain : 
And by the Armes-fiJl (with a Brest unhid) 

As the old Race of mankind did. 
When eithers heart, and cither's hand did strivi 

To be the nearer Relativ 



J 
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Tbou do'et redeems those times ; and what h 
lost 

Of antient honesty, may h oast 
It keepa s growth in thee ; aud so will runne 

A coarse in thy Fames-pledge, thy Sonne. 
Thus, like a Roman Trihune, thou thy gate 

Early setts ope to feast, aod late : 
Keeping no currish Waiter to affright. 

With blasting eye, the appelJte, 
Which fain would waste upon thy Cates, but that 

Tlie Trencher-creature markelh what 
Best and more supjiling piece he cuts, and by 

Some private pinch tels danger's nie, 
A band too desp'rate, or a knife that bites 

Skin-deepe into the Purke, or lights 
Upon some part of Kid, as if mistooke, 

When checked by the Butler's look. 
No, no, thy bread, thy wine, thy jocund Beere 

Js not reserv'd for Trebius here. 
But all, who at thy table seateri are. 

Find equall freedome, equal) fare ; 
Aiid thou, like to that Hospitaltle God, 

Jove, joy'st when guests make their abode 
To eat thy Bullocks' thighs, thy Veales, thy fat 

Weathers, and never grudged at. 
The Phesaot, Partridge, Gotwit, Reeve, Ruffe, 
Raile, 

The Cock, the (.'urlew, aud the quaile 
These, and thy choicest vianda do exteiid 

Their taste unto the lower eiicl 
Of thy glad table : not a dish more knouu 

kTo thee, then unto any one ; 
as thy meate, so thy inimortall Wine 
Makea the Bmirk face of each to shine, 
spring fresh Rose-buda, while the salt, the wit 
Flowes from the Wine, and graces it : 
While Reverence, waiting at the bashfull board, 
Honours my Lady and my Iiocd. 
Jio acurrilejmt; no open Sceaue i& \a.\4 

Here, for tu make the face a,f!TaSi-, 
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Inch thu 
cry ^ 



But temp'rate mjrth dealt forth, and so d 

I7 that it makes the meate more an 
And adds perfumeB unto the Wine, which t&j 

Do'at rather poure forth, then alloir 
By cruse and measure ; tHus devoting ^Vin 

Aa the Canary Isles were thine ; 
But with that wisdume, and that method, 1 

No One that 's there his guilty glus 
Drinks of distemper, or has cause to cry 

Bepentante to his liberty. 
No, thou know'st order, Ethicks, and ha'e rea 

All OecDDomioks, know'st to lead 
A House-dance neatly, and caa'st truly show. 

How farre a Figure ought to go. 
Forward, or backward, side-ward, and what pi 

Can give, and what retract a grace ; 
Wliat Gesture, Courtship ; Comliness Rgrees, 

With those thy primitive decrees. 
To give subslstance to thy house, and proofe^ 

What Genii support thy roofe, J 

Goodnes and Greatnes ; not the oaken Piles j 

iibr these, and marbles have their mhibP 
To last, but not their ever; Vertues Hand 

It is, which builds, 'gainst Fate to stani 
Such is tliy house, whose firme foundations tn 

Is more in thee, then in her dust. 
Or depth ; these last may yoeld, and yearly sli 

When what is strongly built, no chinke 
Or yawning rupture can the same devoure. 

But flxt it stands, by her own power. 
And well-laid bottome, on the iron and rock. 

Which tryea, and counter-standa theM 
And Itammo of time, and by rexation growQJ^ 

The stronger : Vertue diet lehenjht* ^ 
Are wanting to her exercise, bui great ' 

And large she spreads by dust, and saeat 
Safe stand thy Walls, and Thee, and so both 1 

Since neitbers height was rais'd by th'j 
Of others ; since no Stud, no Stone, 1 "' 

Wiis rear'd up by the Poore-m: 
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No Widowes Tenement was rackt to guild 

Or fret thy Seeling', or to bnild 
A Sweating-Closset, to anDoint the silke- 

aoft-skin, or bath in Asses' milko : 
No Orphan's pittance] left him, serv'd to set 

The piUara up of lasting Jet, 
Fur which their cry ee might beate against thine euq 

Or in the dampe Jet read their Teares. 
No Planke &om Hallowed Altar, do's appeale 

To yond' Star-chamber, or do'sseale 
A curse to Thee, or Thine ; but all things even 

Make for thy peace, and pace to heaven. 
Go on directly so, as just men may 

A thousand times, more sweare, then say. 
This 19 that Princely Pembertiiri, who can 

Teach man to keepe a God in man : 
And when wise Poets shall search out to see 

Good men. They find them all in Thee. 

Ti. BjH Valentine, on S. Valentines dav 

Opt have I heard both Youths and Virgins say. 
Birds chuae their Mates, and couple too, this day 
But by their flight I never can divine, 
M'liea I shall couple with my Valentine. 



Upon M. Ben Johnson. Epio. 

ArrER the rare Arch-Poet Johnson dy'd, 
Tlie Sock ^ew loathsome, and the Buskin's pride. 
Together with the Stage's glory stood 
E^h like a poore and pitied widowhood. 
The Cirque prophan'd was ; and all postures rackt : 
For men did strut, and stride, and stare, not act. 
Tlien temper flew from words ; and men did squea 
Looke red, and blow, and bluster, but not epeake ; 
No Holy-Kaf^, or Frantick-fires did Htirre, 
^^^flanh about the fipaoious Theater. 
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No clap of hands, or shout, or praises-pl 
Did crack the Play-house sides, or cleave 
Artlesse the Sceane was ; and that monsti 
Of deep and arrant ij^norance came in ; 
Such ignorance as tlieirs was, who once hi 
At thy uiieqiial'd Play, the Alchymiat : 
Oh fie upon 'em 1 Lastly too, all witt , 
In utter darkeuea did, and still will ait J 
Sleeping the lucklesae Age out, till the 
Her Resurrection ha's again with The^fl 



To HIS Nkphbw, 1 



Brugel and Coxu, and the workes outJ 
Of Holben, and That mighty Ruben to( 
So draw, and paint, as none may do Oit 
No, not the glory of the World, Vai ~ 



A vow TO Mabb 

Store of courage to me grant J 
Now I 'm turn'd a combatant sl 
Heipe me so, that I my ahielw^ 
(Fighting) lose not in the fieM 
That's the greatest shame of j 
That in warfare can befall. J 
Do but this ; and there shall g 
Offer'd up a. Wolfe to thee. , 
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To HIS Maid Prbw 



These Summer-Birds did with thy master stay 
Tlie times of warmth ; but then tiiey flew away ; 
Leaving their Poet (being now grown old) 
Expos'd to all the comming Winters cold. 
But thou kind Prew did'st with my fates abide^ 
As well the Winter's^ as the Summer s Tide : 
For which thy love, live with thy master here. 
Not one, but all the seasons of the yeare. 



A Canticle to Apollo 

1. Plat, Phoebus on thy Lute ; 
And we will sit all mute : 
By listning to thy Lire, 
That sets all eares on fire. 

2L Hark, harke, the God do's play ! 
And as he leads the way 
Through heaven, the very Spheres, 
As men, turne all to eares. 



How Pansies or Hart-ease came first 

Froluok Virgins once these were. 

Over-loving, (living here :) 

Being here their ends deny'd 

Hume for Sweet-hearts mad, and di'd. 

Love in pitie of their teares. 

And their losse in blooming yeares ; 

For their restlesse here-spent houres. 

Gave them Hearts-ease tum'd to flow'rs. 
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To HIS PECULIAR FRIEND SiR EdWARD Fl 

Knioht Baronet 

Since for thy full deserts (with all the rest 
Of these chaste spirits^ that are here posses 
Of life eternall) Time has made thee one^ 
For growth in this my rich Plantation : 
Live here : But know 'twas vertue^ & not c 
That gave thee this so high inheritance. 
Keepe it forever ; grounded with the good. 
Who hold fast here an endlesse lively-hood 



Larr's portion^ and the Poets part 

At my homely Country-seat, 
I have there a little wheat ; 
Which I worke to Meale, and mal 
Therewithall a Holy-cake: 
Part of which I give to Larr, 
Part is my peculiar. 



Liberty 

Those ills that mortall men endure 
So long are capable of cure^ 
As they of freedome may be sure : 
But that deni'd ; a griefe, though sma 
Shakes the whole Roofe, or ruines all. 



The Dreamb 

By Dream I saw^ one of the three 
Sisters of Fate, appeare to me. 
Close to my Bed's side she did stand 
Shewing me there a fire brand ; 
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She told me too, as that did spend. 
So drew my life unto an end. 
Three quarters were coDBum'd of it ; 
Onely remaind a little bit, 
Which will be burnt up by and by. 
Then Julia weep, for I must dy. 



Cunans Du but cheat and cousbn vs 

Away with silka, away with Lawii, 
lie have do Sceans, or Curtains drawn : 
Give me my Mistresse, as she is, 
DreBt in her nak't simplicities : 
For as my Heart, ene bo mine Eye 
la wone with flesh, not Drapery, 



Whek out of bed my Love iloth spring, 

'Tis but as day a-kiiidling : 

But when She 's up and fully drest, 

Tis then broad Day throughout tlie East. 



To HIS fioOKB 

B I not blest Thee? Then go forth ; nor I 
"Or spice, or fish, or fire, or close-stools here. 
But with thy fair Fates leading- thee, Go on 
With thy most white Predestiuatiou. 
Nor thinks these Ages that do hoarcely sing 
The farting Tanner, and familiar King ; 
Tie dancing Frier, tStter'd in the bush ; 
TloM monstrous lies of little Robin Rush : 
Tom Chipperfeild, and pritty-lispinjf Nod, 
TTu tt doted on a Maide of Giugerbred : 
^^le flying Pilcher, and the frisking Dace, 



J 
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With all the rabble of Tim-Trundells race. 
(Bred from the dung-hils^ and adulterous rl 
Shall live^ and thou not superlast all times ? 
No, no, thy Stars have destin'd Thee to see 
The whole world die, and turn to dust with 
He 's greedie of his life, who will not fall, 
Whenas a publick mine bears down AIL 



Op Love 

I DO not love, nor can it be 
Love will in vain spend shafts on me : 
I did this God-head once defie ; 
Since which I freeze, but cannot frie. 
Yet out, alas ! the deaths the same, 
KiUd by a frost or by a flame. 



Upon Himself 

I DisLiKT but even now ; 
Now I love I know not how. 
Was I idle, and that while 
Was I fier*d with a smile ? 
lie too work, or pray; and then 
I shall quite dislike agen. 



Another 

Love he that will ; it best likes me. 
To have my neck from Loves yoke free. 



The mad Maid's song 

1. GrooD morrow to the Day so fair ; 
Good morning Sir to you : 
Good morrow to mine own torn hair 
Bedabbled with the dew. 
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2. Good morning to this Prim-rose too ; 

Good morrow to each maid ; 
That will with flowers the Tomb bestrew^ 
Wherein my Love is laid. 

3. Ah ! woe is mee^ woe, woe is me^ 

Alack and welladay ! 
Forpitty, Sir, find out that Bee, 
MHiich bore my Love away. 

4. I 'le seek him in your Bonnet brave ; 

lie seek him in your eyes ; 
Nay, now I think th'ave made his grave 
r th' bed of strawburies. 

5. lie seek him there ; I know, ere this. 

The cold, cold Earth doth shake him ; 
But I will go, or send a kisse 
By you. Sir, to awake him. 

6. Pray hurt him not ; though he be dead^ 

He knowes well who do love him, 
And who with green-turfes reare his head. 
And who do rudely move him. 

7. He 's soft and tender (Pray take heed) 

With bands of Cow-slips bind him ; 
And bring him home ; but 'tis decreed. 
That I shall never find him. 



To Springs and Fountains 

I HEARD ye co'd coole heat ; and came 
With hope you would allay the same : 
Thrice I have washt, but ^1 no cold. 
Nor find that true, which was foretold. 
Methinks like mine, your pulses beat ; 
And labour with unequall neat: 
Cure, cure your selves, for I discrie. 
Ye boil with Love, as well as I. 
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Upon Juua's 

Tell, if thou canst (and truly) whence doth 
This Camphire, Storax, Spiknard, Galbanum 
These Musks, these Ambers, and those athei 

S Sweet as the Vestrie of the Oracles.) Jj 
le tell thee ; while m; Julia did unlace I 
Her silken bodies, but a breathing space :.■ 
The passive Aire aiich udour then nssum'tl^ 
As when to J<ive Great Juno goes perfum'd. 
Whose pure-Immortall body doth transmit 
A scent, that fills both Heaven and Earth w 



To Bacchc's, a Canticlb 

Whither dost thou whorry me, 
Ilacchus, being: full of thee? 
This way, that way, that way, thia^ 
Here, and there a fresh Love is. 
That doth like me, this doth 
Thus a thousand MistresseB, 
I have now ; yet I alono, 
Having All, injoy not One. 



Wo'd I see Lawn, clear as the Heaven, i 
It sho'd be onely in my Julia's skin : 
Which eo betrayes her blood, as we disc 
The blush of cherries, when a Lawn's ra 



The FRAKKiircENSH 
When my ofT'ring next 1 make. 
Be thy hand the hallowed Cake; 
Aud thy brest the Altar, whence 
Love may smell the Frankincense, 
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To Sycamores 



I 'm sick of Love ; O let me lie 
Under your shades^ to sleep or die 
Either is welcome ; so I have 
Or here my Bed, or here my Grave. 
Why do you sigh, and sob, and keep 
Time with the tears, that I do weep r 
S^, have ye sence, or do you prove 
What Crucifixions are in Love ? 
I know ye do ; and that 's the why. 
You sigh for Love, as well as I. 



A Pastorall sung to the Kino 

Montana, Silvio, and Mirtillo, Shepheards 

Mon, Bad are the times. Sil, And wors then they 

are we. 
Man, Troth, bad are both ; worse fruit, and ill the 
tree: 
The feast of Shepheards fail. SiL None crowns the 

cup 
Of Wassaile now, or sets the quintell ^ up : 
And He, who us'd to leade the Country-round, 
Youth full Mirtillo, Here he comes, Grief-drownd. 
Afmbo. Lets cheer him up. Sil. Behold him weep- 
ing ripe. 
Miri, Ah ! Amarillis, farewell mirth and pipe ; 
Since thou art gone, no more I mean to play. 
To these smooth Lawns, my mirthfull Roundelay. 
Dew Amarillis ! Mon, Hark ! Sil. mark : Mir. this 

earth grew sweet 
Where, Amarillis, Thou didst set thy feet. 

Ambo. Poor pittied youth ! Mir. And here the 
breth of kine 
And aheep, grew more sweet, by that breth of Thiue. 

1 Quintain. 



154 HERRICK'S POEMS 

This flock of wooll, and this rich lock of hai:._ 

TluB boll of Cow-Elips, these she gave me here. 

Sil. Words sweet ns Love it self. Mootano, 

ifi>t. This way ihe came, and thia viaj i 

How each tiiiog smells divinely redolent ! 
Like to B, field of beans, when newly blown u 
Or like a, medow being lately ir, 

Mont. A sweet^sad passion.— 

JUirt. In dewie-morninga when she came ti 
Sweet Bents wode bow, to give my Love the di 
And when at night, she folded had her sheep, 
Daysies wo'd shut, and closing, sigh and weep. 
Besides (Ai me !) since she went hence to dwel. 
The voices Daughter nea'r spake syllable. 
But she is gone. Sil. Mirtillo, tell us whether 

Hirt, Where she and I shall never meet togi 

Mont. Fore-fend it Pan, and Pales do thou f 
To give an end : Mir. To what ? Sil. Such g 

Mirt. Never, 
The wound I b 

Mont Love for thy sake will bring her ti 
hills 
And dales again : Mir. No, 1 will lan^ish sti 
And all the while my part shall be to weepe ; 
And with my sighs, call home my bleating ehe 
And in the W ^ - . ■ .. 



Still 1 may endnrej 



Ilea 



ethy n 



Mont. Set with the Sui 



!, and ill that u 






i, thy » 



: Sil. 1 



And time it is our full-fed flocks to fold. 
Chor. The shades grow great ; but greatl 

But lets go steepe 
Our eyes in sleeps ; 
And meet to weepe 
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The Poet loves a Mistresse^ but not 

TO MARRY 

1. I do not love to wed^ 
Though I do like to wooe ; 
And for a maidenhead 

He beg^ and buy it too. 

2. He praise^ and He approve 
Those maids that never vary ; 
And fervently He love ; 

But yet I would not marry. 

d. He hug^ He kisse^ He play^ 
And Cock-like Hens lie tread : 
And sport it any way ; 
But in the Bridall Bed : 

4. 4 For why ? that man is poore^ 
Who hath but one of many ; 
But crown'd he is with store, 
That single may have any. 

5. Why then^ say, what is he 
(To freedome so unknown) 
Who having two or three. 
Will be content with one ? 



The Willow Garland 

A WILLOW Garland thou did'st send 
Perfum'd (last day) to me : 

Which did but only this portend^ 
I was forsooke by thee. 

Since so it is ; He tell thee what. 
To morrow thou shalt see 

Me weare the Willow ; after that^ 
To die upon the Tree. 



I 
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As Beasts unto the Altars go 
With Garlands drest^ so I 

Will, with my Willow-wreath also^ 
Come forth and sweetly dye. 



A Hthne to Sir Clipseby Crew 

'TwAS not Lov's Dart ; 
Or any blow 
Of want, or foe. 
Did wound my heart 
With an eternall smart : 

But only you. 
My sometimes known 
' Companion, 

(My dearest Crew,) 
That me unkindly slew. 

May your fault dye. 
And have no name 
In Bookes of fame ; 
Or let it lye 
Forgotten now, as L 

' \ We parted are. 

And now no more, 
> As heretofore, 

[ 1 By jocund Larr, 

Shall be familiar. 

But though ire Sever 
My Crew shall see. 
That I will be 
Here faithlesse never ; 
But love my Clipseby ever. 
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Felicity^ quick of flight 

Evert time seemes short to be^ 
That's measured by felicity : 
But one halfe houre^ that s made up here 
With griefe ; seemes longer then a yeare. 



Putrefaction 

Putrefaction is the end 

Of all that Nature doth entend. 



Passion 

Were there not a Matter known. 
There we'd be no Passion. 



Jack and Jill 

Since Jack and Jill both wicked be ; 
It seems a wonder unto me^ 
That they no better do agree. 



The crowd and company 

In holy meetings^ there a man may be 
One of the crowd, not of the companie. 



Short and long both likes 

Thu Lady 's short, that Mistresse she is tall ; 
But long or short, I 'm well content with all. 
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'a Breast 



Havb ye beheld (with much deli);ht) 

A red-Rose peeping througli a white? 

Or else a Cherrie (double grac't) 

Within a Lillie-center plaot? 

Or ever muck't the pretty beam, 

A Strawberry shen-ea holfe drovd'd ia Creanl 

Or Been rich Rubiea blushing through 

A pure smooth Pearle, and Orient too? 

So like to this, nay all the rest. 

Is each neate Niplet of her breaat. 



1. Shut not so soon ; the dull-ey'd night 

Fla's not as yet begunne 

To make a seisure on tlie light. 

Or to seale up the Sun. 

2. No Marigolds yet closed are ; 

No sbadowea great sppeare ; 
Nor doth the early Shephearda Starre 
Shine like a spangle here. 

S. Stay but till my Julia close 
Her life-begetting eye ; 
And let the whole world then dlspOGe 
It aelfe to live or dye. 



Tot 



E Spinmbhs 



Vbb pretty Huswives, we'd ye know 
The worke that 1 we'd put ye to ? 
This, thia it sho'd be, for to spin, 
A Lawn for me, so line and thin. 
As it might serve me for my skin. 
For crueil Love ha's me so whipt, 
That of my skin, I all am stript ; 
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_kiid Eball dispaire, that any art 
Can ease the rawnesEe, or the smart : 
Vnlesse you skin again each part. 
Which mercy if you will but do, 
I call all Maids to witneese too 
What here I promise, that no Bioom 
Shal] now, or ever after come 
To wrong a Spinner or her Loome. 

Obbron's Palack 

Aftbh the Feast (my Shapcot) see. 

The Fairie Court I give to thee: 

Where we 'le preseut our Oberan, led 

Halfe tipsie to the Fairie Bed, 

Where Mab he finds ; who there d<ith lie 

Not without mickle majesty. 

Which done; and thence remov'd the light, 

Wft'l wish both Them and Thee, good night. 

Foil as a Bee with Thyme, and Red, 
As Cherry harvest, now high ftd 
For Lust and action ; on he 'I go, 
To lye with Mab, though all say no. 
Lust ha's no earo's ; He 's sharp as thorp ; 
And fretfull, carries Hay in's home. 
And lightning in his eyes ; and flings 
Among the Elves, {if mov'd) the stings 
Of peltisb ' wasps ; well know his Guard 
Kitig* though Ik are haled, wiU be/ear'd. 
Wine lead[s] him on. Thus to a Grove 
(Sometimes devoted unto Love) 
Tinseld with Twilight, He, and They 
Led by the shine of Snails, a way 
Beat with their num'rous feet, wliich by 
Many a neat perplexity, 
Many a turn, and man' a croase- 
Track they redeem a bank of mosse 



L. 



Peltieli-'pettial 



160 HERRICK'S POEMS 

Spungie and swelling^ and farre more 
Soft then tlie finest Lemster Ore. 
Mildly disparkling^ like those fiers^ 
Which break from the Injeweld tyres 
Of curious Brides ; or like those mites 
Of Candi'd dew in Moony nights. 
Upon this Convex^ all the flowers, 
mature begets by th' Sun^ and showers,) 
Are to a wilde digestion brought, 
As if Love's Sampler here was wrought : 
Or Citherea's Ceston, which 
All with temptation doth bewitch. 
Sweet Aires move here ; and more divine 
Made by the breath of great ey'd-kine. 
Who as they lowe^ empearl with milk 
The four-leav'd grasse, or mosse, like silk. 
The breath of Munkies met to mix 
With Musk-flies, are th' Aromaticks 
Which cense this Arch ; and here and there. 
And farther off, and every where. 
Throughout that Brave Mosaick yard 
Those Picks or Diamonds in the Card : 
With peeps of Harts, of Club and Spade, 
Are here most neatly inter-laid. 
Many a Counter, many a Die, 
Half-rotten, and without an eye. 
Lies here abouts ; and for to pave 
The excellency of this Cave, 
Squirrils and childrens teeth late shed. 
Are neatly here exchequered. 
With brownest Toadstones, and the gum 
That shines upon the blewer Plum. 
The nails fain off by Whit-flawes : Art's 
Wise hand enchasing here those warts. 
Which we to others (from our selves) 
Sell, and brought hither by the Elves. 
The tempting Mole, stoln from the neck 
Of the shie Virgin, seems to deck 
The holy Entrance *, ^Vet^ -wVCdmi 
The roome is linng mt\i \\i^\Aww ^^ko^. 
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Of shifted Snake: enfreez'd thmuffhout 
With eyes of Peacocks Trains, & Trout- 
flies curious wings ; and these amoug 
TboBa silver-pence, that cut the tongue 
Of the red infant, neatly hung. 
The fflow-wormes eyes ; the shining acaJes 
Of silr'rie lish y wheat-straw es, the suailes 
Soft Candle-light ; the Kitliiig's eyue ; 
Corrupted wood ; serve here for shine. 
No glaring light of bold-fac't Day, 
Or other over- radiant Ray 
RansBcka this rootne ; but what weak beams 
Can make reflected from these jems. 
And multiply ; Such is the light, 
But ever doubtful! Day, or night. 
By this quaint Taper-light he wiuds 
Hie Errours up ; and now he finds 
His Moon-tann'd Mab, as somewhat sick. 
And (Love knowee) tender as a chiuk. 
Upon six plump Dandillions, liigh- 
Rear'd, lyes her Elvish-majestie ; 
Whose wDollie-bubbles seem'd to drowae 
Bir Mab-ship in obedient Downe. 
For either sheet, was spread the Caule 
That doth the Infants lace enthrall. 
When it is born : (by some enstyi'd 
The luckie Omen of the child) 
And next to thcEe two blankets ore- 
Cast of the finest Gossamore. 
And then a Rug of carded wool), 
Which, Spunge-Iike drinking- in the dull- 
light of the Moon, seem'd to comply, 
Cloud-like, the daintie Deitie. 
ThoM soft she lies : and over-head 
A Sinners circle is bespread, 
Witn Cob-web-curtains : from the roof 
So neatly sunck, as that no proof 
Of any tackling can declare 
What gives it hanging- in the Aire. 
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The Fringe about this, are those Threi 
Broke at the Losee of Maiden-headH : ] 
J And all behung with these pure Pesrll^ 
I Dropt from the eyes of roviBht Girlea .' 
\ Or writhiag- Brides : nhea (pauttng) tT 
' Give unto Love the straiter way. 
For Musick now ; He has the cries 
Of fained-lost-Virginities ; 
The which the Elves make to excite 
A more uncomjuer'd appetite. 
The King's undreat ; and now upon 
The Gnat's- watch- word the Elves are g 
And nov the bed, and Mab poBEest 
Of this great-little-ki ugly-Guest ; 
We'll nobly think, what's to be done 
He 'U do no doubt ; This flax is spiu 



I 'vB paid Thee, what I promis'd ; that's no 
Besides I give Thee here a Verse that ehall 
(W^hen hence thy Circum-mortall-part is gi 
Arch-like, hold uji. Thy Name's Inscriptiot 
Brave men can't die, whose Candid Actions 
Writ in the Poet's Ecdletse-Kalendar : 
Whose velome, and whose volumne is the ' 
And the pure Starres the praising Poetrie. 
Fai 



To J(;lia in thh Tbuplb 

Bbsidbs us two, i' th' Temple here 's not^ 
To make up now a Congregation. 
Let 's to the Altar of perfumes then go. 
And say short Prayers ; and when we have 
Then we shall see, how in a little space. 
Saints will coma in to fill each Pew and I 
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To Oenonb 



1. What Conscience^ say^ is it in thee 

When I a Heart had one^ 
To Take away that Heart from me^ 
And to retain Thy own ? 

2. For shame or pitty now encline 

To play a loving part ; 
Either to send me kindly thine^ 
Or give me hack my heart. 

3. Covet not hoth ; but if thou dost 

Resolve to part with neither ; 
Why ! yet to shew that thou art just^ 
Take me and mine together. 



His weaknesse in woes 

CANNOT suffer ; and in this, my part 

^f Patience wants. Grief breaks the stoutest Heart* 



Fame makes us forward 

To Print our Poems^ the propulsive cause 
Is Fame^ (the breath of popular applause.) 



To Groves 

Yes silent shades^ whose each tree here 
Some Relique of a Saint doth weare : 
Who for some sweet-hearts sake^ did prove 
The fire^ and martyrdome of love. 
Here is the Legend of those Saints 
That di'd for love ; and their complaints : 
Their wounded hearts ; and names we find 
Encarv'd upon the Leaves and Rind. 
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Give way, give way to me, who Ci 

Scorch't with the selfe-same martyrdc 
And have deaerv'd as much (Love kn< 
As to be canoniz'd "niongBt those, 
^Vhoae deeds, and death here written 
Withia your Greenie-Kalendar : 
By all those Virgins' Fillets hung 
Upon your Boughs, and Requiems eu 
For Saiots and Soules departed hence 
(Here honour'd still with Frank inceni 
By all those teares that have been sh< 
As a Drink-offering, to the dead : 
By all those Tnie-love-knots, that be 
With Motto's carv'd on every tree. 
By sweet S. Phillis ; pitie me : I 

By dears S. Iphis ; and the rest, fl 
Of all those other Saints now blest 9 
Me, me, forsaken, here admit ^ 

Among your Mirtles to be writ : 
Hat my poore name may have the g1 
To live rememhred in your story. 



An Epitaph n 






Hkri; a solemne Fast we keepe, I 
While all beauty lyes asleep ^ 
Husht be all things ; (no noyae m 
But the toning of a teare : 
Or a sigh of such as bring 
Cowslips for her covering. 



B Princk, Ludwick 

OP RlCBMOND AND LeNOI 

Of all those three-brave- brothers, fain i' t 
(Not without g'lory) Noble Sir, j 
Desj- ' " ' '^ ■' 

TobI 
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Such Essences as those Three Brothers ; known 
Etemall by their own production. 
Of whom^ from Fam's white Trumpet^ This lie Tell^ 
Worthy their everhisting Chronicle : 
Never since first Bellona us'd a Shield^ 
Such Three brave Brothers fell in Mars his Field. 
These were those Three Horatii Rome did boast^ 
Rom's were these Three Horatii we have lost. 
One Cordelion had that Age long since ; 
This^ Three; which Three^ you make up Foure 
Brave Prince. 

To Jealousib 

1. O Jealousdb^ that art 
The Canker of the heart : 

And mak'st all hell 
• Where thou do'st dwell ; 
For pitie be 
No Furie^ or no Fire-brand to me. 

2. Farre from me lie remove 
All thoughts of irksome Love : 

And turn to snow. 
Or Christall grow ; 
To keep still free 
(O ! Soul-tormenting Jealousie,) from Thee. 



To LIVE Freely 

Lbt 's live in hast ; use pleasures while we may 
Co'd life return, 'twod never lose a day. 

His AiiMES 

Here, here I live. 
And somewhat give. 
Of what 1 have. 
To those, who crave. 
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^b Linle or much, 


^H. MfAlmneBiBsuch: 


^B But if my deal 


^H OfOvUndMeal 


^H Shall' fuller gro»'. 


^^H More He beston- : 


^^^H Mean time be it 


^^B E'cDbutabit, 


^H Or eUe a crum. 


^^P The scrip hath some. 


^^P UFOf HllISRI-F 


^^ Come, leave this loathad Country-life, and thea 


■ Grow up to be a Roman Citizen. 




^Vaata thou in that most Civill Government. 




Of those mild Men, thou art to live amon^: 






1 And to the Farm-houae iiere retarn at all. 


^M Though Grangea do not love thee. Cities shalL 


^1 To ENJoy TBB Time 


^^B Whuji Fates permit us, let's be merry ; I 


^H Passe all we must the fatall Ferry : 


^^M And this our life too whirles away. 


^^■^ With the Rotation of the Day. J 


^^H Upon Lovh 


^^H I. Love, I have broke 


^H Thy yoke ; 


^^H The neck is free ; 


^^H But when 1 'm next 


^^H Love-vext, 


^H Tlieushackellme. 
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2. Tis better yet 

To fret 
The feet or bauds 
Then to eothrall, 

Or Rail 
The neck with band 



You are a hotd, an Esrle, nay more, a Man, 

Who vrrites Ewcet Numbers well aa any can : 

If so, why then are not These Verses hurrd, 

like SybeU Leaves, throughout the ample world ? 

What is a Jewell if it be not set 

Forth by a ring, or some rich Carkanet? 

But being so ; then the heholdera cry. 

See, see a Jemme (as rare as Bielas' eye.) 

Then publick praise do's runne upon the Stone, 

For a most rich, a rare, a precious One. 

Expose your jewels then unto the view. 

That we may praise Them, or themselves prize You, 

yerlue conceal'd {with Horace you'l confesse,) 

DifftTi Jiot moBlifrom droirxie slothfallneiae. 



I 



ThB PtUNnEH 

I AH of all bereft; 
Save but some few Bcanes left. 
Whereof (at last) to malce. 
For me, and mine a Cake ; 
MTiich eaten, they and 1 
Will say our grace, and die. 



ThB JoLUAU. • UlKQ, OR TbDB-LOVB-KNOT 

Tnou aeiit'st to me a True-love-knot ; but I 
Retum'd a Ring of Jimmals, to imply 
Thy Love had one kuot, mine a triple tye. 

I > A ring in double ot treble form, or linkcil. 



i 
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Go hence, and with this pnrtiug kisse, 

Whbh joyns two souls, remember this ; 

Though thou beest youn^;, kind, Eoft, and fi 

And may 'Et draw thuusaiids with a haire : 

Yet let theae glib temptations be 

Furies to otberE, Frieuils to me. 

Looke upon all ; and though on fire 

Thou Bet st their hearts, let chaste desire 

Steere Thee to me ; and thinke (me gone) 

In having all, that thou hast none. 

Nor ao immured we'd I have 

Thee live, as dead and in thy grave; 

But walke abroad, yet wisely well 

Stand for my comming, Sentinell. 

And think (as thou do'st walke the street) 

Me, or my shadow tliou do'st meet 

I know a thousand greedy eyes 

Will on thy Feature tirannize, 

In my short absence j yet behold 

Them lite some Picture, or some Mould 

Fashion'd like Thee ; which though 'tave ea 

And eyes, it neither sees nor heares. 

Gifts will be sent, and Letters, which 

Are the expressions of that itch, 

And salt, which frets thy Sut«rs ; By 

Both, lest thou lose thy liberty : 

For that once lost, thou't fall to one. 

Then prostrate to a million. 

But if^they wooe thee, do thou say, 

(As that chaste Queen of Ithaca 

Did to her suitors) this web done 

(Undone as oft as done) I 'm wonne ; 

I will not urge Thee, for I know, 

TTiough thou art young, thou canst say 

And no again, and so deny. 

Those thy Lust-burning Incubi. 



J 



It Th< 
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[let them eiistile Thee Fairest faire. 
The Pearie of Priaces, yet deapaire 
Tliat so thou art, becauso thou must 
Believe, Love spenke it not, but Lust; 
And this their Flatt'rie do"s commend 
Thee chiefly for their pleasure's end. 
I am not j^ous of thy Faith, 
Or will be ; for the Axiome saith. 
He that doth still suspect, do's haste 
A gentle mind to be unchaste. 
No, live thee to thy selfe, and keep 
Thy thoughts as cold, as is thy sleep : 
And let l£y dreames be only fed 
With this, that I am in thy bed 
And thou then turning in that Sphere, 
Waking shalt find me sleeping there. 
But yel if boundlesse Lust must skaile 
Thy Fortress, and will needs prevaile ; 
And wildly force b passage in. 
Banish coneeat, and 'tis no sinne 
Of Thine ; so Lucrece fell, and the 
Chaste Syracusian Cjane. 
So Medullina fell, yet none 
Of these had imputation 
For the least treapasse ; 'cause the mind 
Here was not with the act combin'd. 
The bod!/ w"* "o'j '"■* '*e ^'" 
That makei the Action, good^ or ill. 
And if thy fall sho'd this way come. 
Triumph in such a Martirdome. 
I will not over-long enlarge 
To thee, this my religious charge. 
Take this compreasion, so by this 
Means, 1 shall know what other kisse 
Ji mizt with mine ; and truly know. 
Returning, if 't be mine or no : 
Keepe it till then ; and now my Spous 
For my wisht safety pay thy vowes. 
And prayers to Venus ; if it please 
I The great-blew -ruler of the seas ; 



'J 
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Not many fuIl-&c't-moona ehall waine, 
Lean-horn'd, before I come again 
Ab one triumphant ; when 1 find 
In thee, all faith of IVoman-kind. 
Nor wo'd 1 have thee thiiike, that Thou 
Had'st power tiiy selfe to keep this vow ; 
But having Ecapt temptatioa'a shelfe. 
Know vertue taught thee, not thy aelfe. 



To HIS KiKSMiv, Sm Tuo. Soamb 

S&BtNO thee Soame, I see a Goodly man, 
And in that Good, a great Patrician. 
Next to which Two ; among' the City-Powen 
And Thrones, thy selfa one of Those Senatoa 
Not wearing Purple only for the ahow ; 
(As many Conscripts of the Citie do) 
But for True Service, worthy of that GownOf 
The Golden chain too, and the Civick Crowi 



To Blobsous 

1. Faire pledges of a fruitJtill Tree, 

Why do yee fall so faat ? 
Your date ia not so post ; 
But you may stay yet here a while. 
To hlusli and gently smile ; 
And go at last 

2. Whatj were yee home to he 

An hours or half's delight ; 

And 80 to hid goodnight? 

Twos pitie Nature brought yee forth 

Merely to shew your worth. 

And lose you quite. 
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3. But you are lovely Leaves^ where we 
May read how soon things have 
Their end, though ne'r so brave : 
And after they have shown their pride^ 
like you a while : They glide 
Into the Grave. 



Nothing Free-cost • 

NoTHiNO comes Free-cost here ; Jove will not let 
His gifts go from him ; if not bought with sweat. 



Few fortunate 

Many we are^ and yet but few possesse 
Those Fields of everlasting happinesse. 



To Perenna 

How long, Perenna, wilt thou see 
Me languish for the love of Thee ? 
Consent and play a friendly part 
To save ; when thou ma/st kill a heart. 



To THE Ladyes 

Trust me Ladies, I will do 
Nothing to distemper you ; 
If I any fret or vex. 
Men they shall be, not your sex. 



The Old Wives Prayer 

Holy-rood come forth and shield 
Us i' th' Citie, and the Field : 
Safely guard us, now and aye. 
From the blast that bums by day ; 
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And those sounds that ue alfright 
In the dead of dampiEh night. 
Drive all hurtfull Feinds ua fro. 
By the Time the Cocks first crow. 



Passe by 

And die : 
As One, 

Unknown, 
And gon : 



rn 



made 



A shade. 
And laid 

r th' grave : 
Tliere have 
j\ly Cave. 
Where tell 
I dweU, 
Faremell. 



Tbe Wassaii.b 

1. Give way, give way ye Gates, and win 

An easie blessing to your Bin, 
And Basket, by our eiitring in. 

2. May both with maiichet ' stand repleat ; 
Your Larders too so hung with meat. 
That though a thousand, thousand eat ; 

3. Yet, ere twelve Moons shall whirl about 
Their silv'rie Spheres, ther 's none may ds 
But more 's sent in, then was serv'd out 

' WiiitB bread. J 
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4. Neit, may your Dairies Prosper bo, 
Aa that your Pane no Ebbe may kaow ; 
But if they do, the more to flow, 

5. Like to a Bolenme sober Stream 
Bankt all with Lilties and the Cream 
Of sweetest Cow-slip3 filling Them. 

6. Then, may your Plants he prest with Fruit, 
Nor Bee, or Hive you have be mute ; 

But sweetly sounding' like a Lute. 

7. Next may your Duck and teeming Hea 
Both to the Cock's-tread, say Amen ; 
And for their two ega render ten. 

8. Last, may your Harrows, Shares and Ploughi , 
_ Vour Stacks, your Stocks, your sweetest Mowes, 
L All prosper by our Virgin-vowes- 

W9. Alas ! we blesse, but see none here, 
^ That brings us either Ale or Beere ; 
.At a drie-houat all thmgi are neere, 

1(X Lets leave a longer Time to wait, 

Where Rust and Cobwebs, biod the gate ; 
And all live here with needy Fate. 

11, Where chimneys do for ever weepe, 
For want of warmth, and stomachs keepe 
With noise, the servauts eyes from sleep. 

12. It is in vain to sing, or stay 
Our free-feet here ; but we'l away ; 
Yet to the lares this we '1 say. 

IS. The time will come, when you 'I be s 

And reckon this for fortune bad, 

^H Tave lost the good ye might have huL., 



jpe J 

ep. I 

J 
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Upon a Lady Fairs but fruitlebsb 

Twice has Pudica been a Bride^ and led 

By holy Hymen to the Nuptial! Bed. 

Two Youths sha's known thrice two^ and twice 

3 yeares ; 
Yet not a Lillie from the Bed appeares : 
Nor will ; for why^ Pudica^ this may know^ 
Trees never beare, unlesse they first do blow. 



How Springs oame first 

These Sprin^^ were Maidens once that lor'dj 
But lost to that^ they most approv'd : 
My Story tels, by Love they were 
Tum'd to these .Springs^ which we see here ; 
The pretty whimpering that they make^ 
When of the Banks their leave they take ; 
Tels yee but this^ they are the same. 
In nothing chang'd but in their name. 



To Rosemary^ and Baibb 

My wooing 's ended : now my weddings neere : 
When Gloves are giving^ Guilded be you there. 



Upon a Scarre in a Viroins Faob 

'Tis Heresie in others : In your face 

That Scarr 's no Schisme^ but the sign of grace. 



Upon his eyb-sioht failing him 

I beoinne to waine in sight ; 
Shortly I shall bid goodnight : 
Then no gazing more about^ 
When the Tapers once are out. 



■ Tr, 1 
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To Bia WORTSV FniBND, M. ThO. FAUMINSinsB 

SrAim with thy Graces fortb. Brave mail] aud rise 

High with thine own Auapitious Destinies : 

Nor leave the Eearch, and proofs, till lliou canst fine 

These, or those ends, to nhiuli Thou wast deaign'd. 

Thf luclcy Genius, and thy gliding Starre, 

Have made Thee prosperous in thy wayes, thus farre 

Nof will they leave Tliee, till thev both have shown 

Thee to the VVorld a Prime and Publique One. 

Then, when Thou eee'st thine Age alt turn'd to gold, 

Remember what thy Herricii Thee foretold. 

When at the holy Threshold of thiae house, 

Se Boded good-iuck to thy Sel/e and Spouae. 

Lastly, be mindfull (when thou art grown great) 

That Towers high reard dread moat the Ughtningt 

■M the humble Cottaget nol/care 
'» eteavtng Salt of Jove the Thunderer. 



Dew sate on Julia's haire. 

And Bpangled too. 

Like Leaves that laden are 

With trembling Dew : 
Or glitter'd to toy eight, 

As when the Beames 
Have their reflected Oj^ht, 

Daunc't by the Stream es 



How can 1 choose but love, and follow her. 
Whose shadow EmeU like milder Pomander ! 
How can I chuse but tisse her, whence do's co 
•Slie Sturax, Spiknard, Myrrhe, and Ladanuin. 
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To Sra Cli[p]3ebie Crew 


Since to th' Country first 1 came. 
I have lost my former Hume : 
And, methinks, I not inlierit. 
As I did, ray caviBht spirit 
Ifl write a Verse, or two, 
"Tia with very much ado ; 
In regard I want that Wine, 
Which sho'd conjure up a line. 
Yet, though now of Muse bereft, 
I have still the manners left 
For to thanke you (Noble Sir) 
For those gifts you do conferre 
Upon him, who only can 
Be in Prose a gratefull man, 


UpOff HlHSBLFB 


3. I co'd never love indeed ; 

Never see mine own heart bleed : 

Never crucifie my life ; 

Or for Widow, Maid, or Wife. 


2. I co'd never seeke to please 
One, or many Mistresses : 
Never like their lips, to sweare 
Oyle of Rosea still smelt there. 


3. I co'd never breake my sleepe, 

Fold mine Armes, sob, sigh, or weep : 

Never beff, or humbly wooe 

With oathes, and lyes, (as others do.J 


4. 1 co'd never walke aloiie ; 
Put a shirt of sackcloth on : 
Never keep a fast, or prav 
For good luck iu love (that day). 


^ 
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5. But have hitherto liv'd free^ 
As the aire that circles me : 
And kept credit with my hearty 
Neither broke i* th* whole^ or part. 



Fresh Cheesb and Cream 

Wo'd yee have fresh Cheese and Cream ? 
lulia's Breast can give you them : 
And if more ; Each Nipple cries^ 
To your Cream^ her[e]'s Strawberries. 



An Eclogue^ or Pastorall between Endimion 
Porter and Lycidas Herrick^ set and suno. 

End, Ah ! Lycidas^ come tell me why 
Thy whilome merry Oate 
By thee doth so neglected lye ; 
And never purls a note ? 

2. I prithee speake: Lye. I will. End. Say on :, 
Lye. 'Tis thou^ and only thou^ 

That art the cause^ Endimion ; 
End. For Loves-sake^ tell me how. 

3. I^fc In this regard^ that thou do'st play 

l^n another Plain : 
And for a Rurall Roundelay^ 

Strik'st now a Courtly strain. 

4. Thou leav'st our Hills^ our Dales, our Bowers^ 

Our finer fleeced sheep : 
(Unkind to us) to spend thine houres^ 

Where Shepheards sho'd not keep. 

5. I meane the Court : Let Latmos be 

My lov'd Endymion's Court ; 
End. But I the Courtly State wo'd see : 
Xfo. Then see it in report. 

M 
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6. What ha's the Court to do with SwaineSi 

Where Phillis is not known ? 
Nor do's it mind the Rustick straines 
Of us^ or Coridon. 

7. Breake^ if thou lov'st us^ this delay ; 
End, Dear Lycidas^ e're long^ 

I vow by Pan^ to come away 

And Pipe unto thy Song. 

8. Then Jessimine^ with Florabell ; 

And dainty Amarillis^ 
With handsome-nanded Drosomell 

Shall pranke thy Hooke with Ldllies. 

9. Lye. Then Tityrus, and Coridon^ 

And Thyrsis^ they shall follow 
With all the rest ; while thou alone 
Shalt leadj like young Apollo. 

10. And till thou com'st^ thy Lycidas^ 

In every Geniall Cup^ 
Shall write in Spice^ Endimion 'twas 
That kept his Piping up. 

And my most luckie Swain^ when I shall live to see 
Endimions Moon to fill up full^ remember me : 
Mean time^ let Lycidas have leave to Pipe to thee. 



To ▲ Bed of Tulips 

1. Bright Tulips^ we do know. 
You had your comming hither ; 
And Fading-time do's show^ 
That Ye must quickly wither. 

2. Your Sister-hoods may stay^ 
And smile here for your houre ; 
But dye ye must away: 

Even as the meanest Flower 
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3. Come Virgins then^ and see 
Your frailties ; and bemone ye ; 
For lost like these^ 'twill be^ 
As Time had never known ye. 



A Caution 

That Love last long ; let it thy first care be 
To find a Wife^ that is most fit for Thee. 
Be She too wealthy^ or too poore ; be sure. 
Love in eMreameSy can never long endure. 



To THE Water Nyiiphs^ drinking at the Fountain 

1. Reach^ with your whiter hands^ to me. 

Some ChristaU of the Spring ; 
And I^ about the Cup shall see 
Fresh Lillies flourishing. 

2. Or else sweet Nimphs do you but this ; 

To' th' Glasse your lips encline ; 
And I shall see by that one kisse^ 
The Water turn'd to Wine. 



To BIS Honoured Kinsman^ Sir Richard Stone 

To this white Temple of my Heroes, here, 
Beset with stately Figures (every where) 
Of such rare Saint-ships^ who did here consume 
Their lives in sweets^ and left in death perfume. 
Come, thou Brave man ! And bring with Thee a 
Stone. 



p 

I 
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Unto thine own Edification. 
High are These Statues here, besides no ISB 
Strong then the Heavens for everlastingnea 
W7;ere build aloft ; and being fixt by These, 'I 
Set up Thine onn eternal Images. 



Upon a Fuh 

A GOLDEN Flie one shew'd to me, 

Clos'd in a Box of Vvarie : 

Where both Beem'd proud ; the Flie to h 

His buriall in an yvory grave : 

The yvorie tooke State to hold 

A Corps as bright as burnisht gold. 

Ona Fate had both ; both equ^ Grace ; 

The Buried, aud the Burying-place. 

Not Virgil's Gnat, to whom the Spring 

All Flowers sent to 'is burying ; 

Not Marsbal'a BeSj which in a. Bead 

Of Amber quick waa buried ; 

Nor that fine Worme that do's intcrre 

Her selfe i' th' silken Sepulchre ; 

Nor my rare Phil,' that lately was 

With Lillies Tomb'd up in a Glasse ; 

More honour had, then this aame Flie ; 

Dead, and closed up in Yvorie. 



Upon Jack a.vb Jill. Epio. 

Wben Jill complaines to Jack for want of a 
Jack kisses Jill, and bids her freely eate : 
JiU sayea, of what? sayes Jack, on that sweet] 
Which full of Nectar and Ambrosia is. 
The food of Poets ; so I thought sayea Jill, 
That make^ them looke ho lanke, so Ghost-lika 
Iiet Poets feed on aire, or what they will ; 
Let me feed full , , . sayes Jill, 
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To Julia 



JuLiA^ when thy Herrick dies^ 
Close thou up thy Poet's eyes : 
And his last breathy let it he 
Taken in hy none hut Thee. 



To MisTRESSE Dorothy Parsons 

If thou aske me (Deare) wherefore 
I do write of thee no more : 
I must answer (Sweet) thy part 
Lesse is here^ then in my heart. 



How HE WOULD DRINKE HIS WiNB 

Fill me my Wine in Christall ; thus^ and thus 

I see 't in 's jmris naturcUibus : 

Unmixt. I love to have it smirke and shine^ 

*Tis Hn I know, 'tis sin to throtle Wine. 

What Mad-man's he^ that when it sparkles so^ 

Will coole his flames^ or quench his fires with snow? 



How Marigolds came yellow 

Jealous Girles these sometimes were^ 
While theyliv'd, or lasted here : 
Tum'd to Flowers, still they be 
Yellow^ markt for Jealousie. 

The broken Christall 

To Fetch me Wine my Lucia went^ 
Bearing a Christall continent : 
But making haste, it came to passe. 
She brake in two the purer Giasse, 
Then tmil'd, and sweetly chid her speed ; 
So with a blush, heshrew'd the deed. 







Jf I dare write to You, my Lord, who are. 
Of your own selfe, a PubUck Theater, 
And sitting, see the wiles, wayes, walkea of w 
And give a righteous judffemenl upon it. 
What Deed 1 care, though some dislike me sho'dj 
If Dorset say, what Herrick writes, :s Rood ? 
We know y'ara leam'd i' th' Muses, and no li 
In our State-Ganctionaj deep, or bottomlesse- 
Whose smile can make a Poet ; and your g-lancs V 
Oasli all bad Poems out of countenance- 
So. that an Author needs no other Bayea 
For Coronation, then Your onely Praise. 
And no one mischief greater then your frown. 
To null his Numbers, and to blast hie Crowne. 
■ FeiB Hve the life immortatl. He ensures 
Bit Fame'* long life, kIio striwg la set up Youra. 



Ta'iRT hence removing-, (tike a Shepherds Tent) 

And walk thou must the way that others went ; 

, Fall tliou must first, then rise to life with Tbeso^ 

■ Markt in thy Book for faithfull Witnessei. 



FOI'L 

What though the Heaven be louring noi 

And look with a contracted hrow? 

We shall discover, by and by, 

A Repurgation of the Skie : 

And when those clouds away are driven, 

TliflB wiU appeare a cheerfuU Heaven. 
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Upon Love 



1« I HELD Love's head while it did ake ; 
But so it chanc't to be ; 
The cruell paine did his forsake^ 
And forthwith came to me. 

2. Ai me ! how shal my griefe be stil'd ? 
Or where else shall we find 
One like to me^ who must be kill'd 
For being too-too-kind ? 



To HIS KmswoMAN^ Mrs. Penelope Wheeler 

Next is your lot (Faire) to be numbered one^ 
Here^ in my Book's Canonization : 
Late you come in ; but you a Saint shall be^ 
In Chiefe^ in this Poetick Liturgie. 

Another upon her 

FntST^ for your shape^ the curious cannot shew 

Any one part that 's dissonant in you : 

And 'gainst your chast behaviour there 's no Plea^ 

Since you are knowne to be Penelope. 

Thus faire and cleane you are^ although there be 

A mighty strife *tv3iwt Forme and Chastitie. 

Kissing and bussing 

KiBSnro and bussing differ both in this ; 

We busse our Wantons, but our Wives we kiss. 

To the Lady Crew, upon the death of 

HER Child 

Why, Madam, will ye loneer weep, 
^Vlienas your Baby s luird asleep ? 
And (pretty Child) feeles now no more 
Those paines it lately felt before. 
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All now is silent ; ^oaoes are fled : 
Your Child lyea still, yet is not dead : 
But rather like a flower hid here 
To spring' againe another yeare. 



His WiNDl.VO-SHEET 

CouE thou, irho art the Wine, and nit 

Of all I Ve writ : 
The Grace, the Glorie, and the best 

Piece of the rest. 
Thou art of what I did intend 

The All, and End. 
And what was made, was made to meet 

Thee, thee my sheet- 
Come then, and be to my chast side 

Both Bed, and Bride. 
We two (as Reliqups left) will have 

One Restj one Grave. 
Andj hug'ging close, we will not feare 

Lust entring here : 
Where all Desires are dead, or cold 

As is the mould : 
And all Affections are forgot. 

Or Trouble not. 
Hete, here the Slaves and Pris'aers be 

From Shackles free: 
And VVeeping Vf idowes long opprert 

Doe here find rest. 
The wronged Client ends bia L^wes 

Here, and his Cause. 
Here those long suits of Chaucery lie 

(Juiet, or die : 
And all Star-chamber- Bils doe cease, 

Or hold their peace. 
Here needs no Court for our Request, 

Wliere all are beat ; 

All wise ; all eguaU : and all just 

Alike i'th'dust. 
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Nor need we here to feare the frowne 

Of Court, or CrowiL 
Where Fortune bears no sway o're things, 

There all are Kings. 
In this securer place we 1 keep. 

As lull'd asleep ; 
Or for a little time we '1 lye. 

As Robes laid by ; 
To be another day re-wome, 

Tum'd, but not torn : 
Or like old Testaments ingrost, 

Lockt up, not lost : 
And for a while lye here conceal' d. 

To be reveal'd 
Next, at that great Platonick yeere. 

And then meet here. 

To MisTRESSB Mary Willand 

Onb more by Thee, Love, and Desert sent, 
T" enspangle this expansive Firmament. 
O Flame of Beauty ! come, appeare, appeare 
A Virgin Taper, ever shining here. 

On Himselfe 

Borne I was to meet with Age, 
And to walke Life's pilgrimage. 
Much I know of Time is spent. 
Tell I can't, what's Resident. 
Howsoever, cares, adue ; 
He have nought to say to you : 
But lie spend my comming houres. 
Drinking wine, & crown'd with flowres. 

Fortune favours 

Fortune did never favour one 

Fully, without exception ; 

Though free she be, ther 's something yet 

Still wanting to her Favourite. 



p 
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LiTB, live with me, and thou shall see 
The pleasures Ita prepare for thee : 
Wliat sweets the Country can afford 
Shall blesBe thy Bed, and blesse thy Board. 
The soft sweet Masse shall be thy bed. 
With crawling' Woodbine over-spread ; 
By which the ailver-sheddin^ streames 
Shall gently mi^lt thee into dreames. 
Thy clothing next, shall be a Gowne 
Made of the Fleeces' purest Downa. 
The tongues of Kids shall be thy meats; 
Their Milke thy drinka ; and thou shalt ei 
The Paste of Filberts for thy bread 
With Cream of Cowslijts buttered : 
Thy Feasting-Tables shall be Hills 
With Daisies spread, and DafFadils ; 
Where thou shalt sit, and Red-brest by. 
For meat, shall give thee melody. 
He give thee Ch allies and Carkanets 
Of Primroses and Violets. 
A Bag and Bottle thou shalt have ; 
That richly wrought, and This as brave; 
So that as either shall eirpresse 
The Wearer's no meana Shepheardesse. 
At Sheei-ing-timea, and yearely Wakes, 
When Themilis his pastime makes. 
There thou siialt be ; and be the wit. 
Nay more, the Feast, and grace of it 
On Holy-dayes, when Virgins meet 
To dance the Heyes with nimble feet ; 
Thou shalt come forth and then appeare 
The Queen of Roses for that yeere. 
And having danc't ('hove all the beat) 
Carry the Garland from the rest. 
In Wicker-baskets Maids shal bring 
To thee, (my dearest Shephar[d]ling) 



I 
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The bluBhin? Apple, bashfull Peare, 

And Ehame-foo't Plum, (all simp' ring there) : 

Walk in tbe Groves, and thou slialt find 

The name of Phillis Iq the Hind 

Ofe- 

\VTierelt 

To thee a Sheep-hook I will si 

Be-pranckt with Ribbands, to this end. 

This, this alluring Hook mi^ht be 

Les»e for to catch a sbeep, then me. 

Thou shalt have PoEsets, WasBails fine. 

Not made of Ale, but spiced Wine; 

To make th^ Maida and selfe free mirth. 

All Bitting neer the glitt'ring Hearth. 

Thou sha't have Ribbands, Roses, Rings, 

Gloves, Garters, Stockings, Shooes, and Sti 

Of winniDg Colours, that shall move 

Others to Lust, but me to Love. 

These (nay) and more, thine own shal be. 

If thoa wut love, and live with mc. 



Hbi 



Wmbn I consider (Dearest) thou dost sUy 
But here awhile, to languish and decay ; 
Like to these Gardon-gloriesj which here be 
The Flowrie-sweet reseniblnnces of Thee ; 
^Vith griefe of he.irt, methinks, I thus doe cry, 
Wo'd thou hadst ne'r been bom, or might'st not 



Upoit MmnEssB SusiNsa SouthweMj her obhekb 

Rare are thy cheeks Suijanna, n-bich do show 
Jlipe Cherries smiling, white that others blow. 
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Upon hcr Eves 

C1.EBIBB are tier eyes. 

Like pnrest Skies. 
Discovering from thence 

A Babie there 

That turns each Sphere, 
Like an JutelUgence. 



Her pretty feet 
Like sDatles did creep 

A little out, and then, 
Ab if they started at Bo-peep, 

Did BooD draw in agea. 



To HIS HONOVRKD FBtBND, SlB ifOHM M«HT8 



I For civiil, cleane, and circumcised vit, 

I And for the comeiy carriage of it ; 

I Thou art The Man, the onely Man best known, 

I Markt for the True-wit of a MUlion : 

I From whom we'1 reckon. Wit came in, but sL 

I The Calculation of thy Birth, Brave Mince. 



Upon his ghai haires 

Flv me not, though I be gray, 
Lady, this 1 know you '] Bay ; 
Better look the Rosea red. 
When with white com mi ngled- 
Black jour haires are ; mine are 1 
This begets the more delight. 
When things meet most apposite . 
Ab in Pictures we descry, 
Venus standing Vulcan by. 



HESP£RID£S 189 



Pride allowable in Poets 

As thou deserv'st^ be proud ; then gladly let 
The Muse give thee the Delphick Coronet. 



A Vow TO Minerva 

GoDDESSE^ I begin an Art ; 
Come thou in^ with thy best part^ 
For to make tiie Texture lye 
Each way smooth and civilly : 
And a broad-fac't Owle shall be 
Offer'd up with Vows to Thee. 



To Eleotra 

1. 'Tm Ev'ning, my Sweety 
And dark ; let us meet ; 

Long time w'ave here been a toying : 

And never^ as yet^ 

That season co d get^ 
Wherein t'ave had an enjoying. 

2. For pi^ty or shame^ 
Then let not Love's flame. 

Be ever and ever a spending ; 

Since now to the Port 

The path is but short ; 
And yet our way has no ending. 

d. Time flyes away fast ; 
Our houres doe waste. 

The while we never remember. 
How soone our life, here, 
Growes old with the yeere. 

That dyes with the next December. 
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To Marygolds 



Give way^ and be ye ravisht by the Sun^ 
(And hang the head when as the Act is done) 
Spread as He spreads ; wax lesse as He do's wane ; 
Aiid as He shuts^ close up to Maids again. 



To DiANEMB 

Give me one kisse^ 

And no more ; 
If so be^ this 

Makes you poore ; 
To enrich you. 

He restore 
For that one, two 

Thousand score. 



To Julia, the Flaminica Dialis, or Queen-Pbibbt 

Thou know'st, my Julia, that it is thy tume 

This Mornings Incense to prepare, and burne. 

The Chaplet, and Inarculum ^ here be. 

With the white Vestures, all attending Thee. 

This day, the Queen-Priest, thou art made f appease 

Love for our very-many Trespasses. 

One chiefe transgression is among the rest. 

Because with Flowers her Temple was not drest : 

The next, because her Altars did not shine 

With daily F^ers : The last, neglect of Wine : 

For which, her wrath is gone forth to consume 

Us all, unlesse preserv'd by thy Perfume. 

^ * A twig of a pomgranat, which the queen-priest did um 
io wear on her head at sacrificing.' — H. 
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Take then thy Censer ; Put in Fire^ and thus^ 
O Pious-Priestresse ! make a Peace for us. 
For our neglect^ Love did our Death decree^ 
That we escape. Bedemption comes by Thee, 

Anacbeontikb 

Born I was to be old^ 

And for to die here : 
After that^ in the mould 

Long for to lye here. 
But before that day comes. 

Still I be Bousing : 
For I know^ in the Tombs 

There 's no Carousing. 



Meat without Mirth 

Eaten I have ; and though I had good cheere, 
I did not sup, because no friends were there. 
Where Mirtn and Friends are absent when we Dine 
Or Sup, there wants the Incense and the Wine. 



Large Bounds dob but bury us 

AiiL things o'r-rurd are here by Chance ; 
The greatest mans Inheritance. 
Whereere the luckie Lot doth fall. 
Serves but for place of Buriall. 

An Ode to Sir Clipsebib Crew 

1. Here we securely live, and eate 
The Creame of meat ; 
And keep eternal fires. 
By which we sit, and doe Divine 

As Wine 
And Rage inspires. 



HERRICK'8 POBMB 

. If full we chnrme ; then call upon 



To grace the frantick Thyrse : 
Lnd having drunk, we raise a shout 
Tbrouphout 
To praise his Verse. 

ause we Horace to be read, 

Wliich sung, or aeyd, 

A Goblet, to the brim, 

f Of Ljrick Wine, both swell'd an.l crown'd, 

A Round 

We fiuaffe to him. 

B,Thaa, thus, we live, and spend the hourea 

In Wine and Flowers : 

And make the f rollick jeere, 

e Montli, the Week, the instant Daj 

To stay 

The longer here. 

i. Come then, brave Knight, and see the Cell 
Wherein 1 dwell ; 
And my Enchantments too ; 
Wliich Love and noble freedome is; 
I And this 

[ Shall fetter you. 

'. Take Horse, aod come ; or be so kind. 
To send your miud 
(Though hut in Numbers few) 
And I shall think I have the heart, 

OfClipseby Crew. 

'O HIS WORTHY KiNSMAN, Mb. STEPHEN SOAUE 



Nob is my Number full, till I inscribe 
Thee aprightl]' Soame, one of my rightei 
A Tribe of one Lip-Leven, and of One 
Qvil BehayiQur, and Religion. 



la Tribe : I 
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A Stock of Swnta ; where ev'ry one doth weare 
A stole of white, (and Canonized here) 
Amongwhich Holies, be Thou ever known, 
Brmve Kinsman, markt out with the whiter stone : 
Which Beats Thy Giorie ; since I doe prefer 
Thee here in my etemall Calender. 


To BIS ToUB-MAKEa 


^^L Go I must ; when I am gone, 
^^H Write but this upon my Stone 
^H Chaste I liv'd, without a wife, 
^H That '9 the Story of my life. 
^^H Strewiogs need none, every flower 
^H Is in this word, Batchelour. 


. UpOt^HIMSEU. BB.no BUB.^ 


Lbt me sleep thia night away, 
1 Till the Dawning of the day : 
^^m Then at th' opening of mine eyes, 
^K I, and all the world shaU rise. 


^^^ HlB CONTEKT IN THE CoUNTBV 


HitBE, here I live with what my Board. 
Can with the smallest cost afford. 
Though u'er so mean the Viands be, 
They well content my Prew and me. 
Or Pea, or Bean, or Wort, or Beet, 
VVliate?er comes, content makes sweet : 
Here we rejoyce, because no Rent J 
We pay for our poore Tenement : 1 
^Vherein we rest, and never feare 1 
The Landlord, or the Usurer. 1 
H TheQuarter-day do's ne'r affright J 
^^ Our Peaceful] slumberE in the night. ■ 


m. 1 
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We eate our owd, and batten more. 
Because we feed on no mans score: 
But pitie those, whose flanks grow great, 
Swcl'd with the Lard of others meat. 
We blesse our Fortunes, when wb see 
Oiir own beloved privacie : 
And like our living, where w'are known 
To very few, or else to none. 

On Huiselfb 



E Fairies 



If ye will with Mab fiud grace. 

Set each Platter iu his place : 

Rake the Fier up, and get 

Water in, ere Sun be set. 

Wash your Puiles, anil dense your Dai 

Sluts are loathsome to the Fairies : 

Sweep your house : Who doth not so. 

Mab will pinch her by the toe. 



Weake, Councelloub 

Did I or love, or could I others draw 
To the indulgence of the rugged L^w : 
The lirst foundation of that /eale sho'd be 
Tliee. 

As if Vou Two, were oae Hermophrodite ; 
Nor courts thou Her because she 's well atteq 
With wealth, but for those ends ehe was enta 




Which were, (and still her offices 
Lair is tosh's to ev'ry one liis qicjic. 



e known) 
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^nebore the Feeble up, against the strong'; 
To shield the Stranger, and the Poore from wrong . 
This was the Founders grave and good intent. 
To keepe the outcast in his Tenement : 
To free the Orphan from that VVolfo-like man. 
Who ia his Butcher more then Guardian. 
Todrye the Widowes teares ; and stop her Swooned, 
By pouring Bulme and Oyle into her wounds. 
This was tlie old way ; and 'tis yet thy course. 
To keep those pious Principles in force. j 

Modest 1 trill be ; but one word lie say I 

(Ldke to a sound that's vaoisbtug away) I 

Sooner the iu-side of tby hand shall grow 
Hiaped,' and baire, ere tby Palm shall know 
A PoBtem-bribe tooke, or a Forked-Fee 
To fetter Justice, when She might be free. 
Eggt Jit not ihave : But yet, bravo man, if 1 
Was destined forth to golden Soveraignty : 
A Prince I 'de be, that I might Thee prcferre 
To be my Counfiell both, and Chanceller. 

The Watch 

Mak is a Watch, wound up at first, but necer 
^Vound up again : Once down. He's down for t 
Tlie Wntch once downe, all motions then do ci 
id Man's Pulse stopt, All PoBsions deep in Peace, 



I 



Art 4BOVE Natttbe, to Jitua 

Wden I behold a Forrest spread 
With sillcen trecB upon thy bead ; 
And when 1 see that other Dreese 
Of flowerii set in comlinesse : 
When 1 behold another grace 
f n the ascent of curious Lace, 
^Vhlch like a Pinnacle doth shew 
The top, and the top-gallant too. 

I Bri(Uy. 
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Then, when I Bee thy Tcesaes bound 

Into an Ovnll, square, or round ; 

And knit in knots far more then I 

Can tell by tongue ; or true-love tie : 

Next, when those Lawnie Filmes I see 

Play with a wild civility : 

And all those airie silks to flow. 

Alluring me, and tempting ao : 

I must confease, mine eye and heart 

Dotes less on Nature, then on Art. 



^ 



Sweet Bridget blusht, & therewithal! 
Fresh blossoms from her cheekes did &11, 
1 thought at first 'twas but a. dream. 
Till after I had handled them ; 
And smelt them, then they smelt to me. 
As bloBsomes of the Almond tree. 



D with Love, as with the fire 
The wanton Satyre did ; 
Nor did 1 know, or co'd descry 

What under there was hid. 

S. That Satyre he but burnt his lips ; 

(But min[B]'s the greater smart) 
Fur kissing Loves dissembling chips. 

The fire scortcht my heart 
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If Reader then thou canst forbeare. 
In publique loss to ebed a Teare : 
The Dew of griefe upon this stone 
WiU tell thee Pitie thou liast none. 



Onb of the five straiglit branches of my hand 
Is lopt already ; and the rest but stand 
Expecting when to fall : which soon will be ; 
First dyes the Leafe, the Bough next, uext the Trett 



Upon Ihenk 

Anort if Irene be 
But a Minute's life with me : 
Such a fire I espie 
Walking in and out her eye. 
As at once 1 freeze, and frie. 



Upon Elcctba's Tbabes 

Dton her cheekes she wept, and from those ehowei 
I Sprang np a sweet Nativity of Flowres. 



A HVUKE 



E Graobb 



Whbn I love, (as some have told. 
Love I shall when I am old) 
O ye Graces ! Make me fit 
For the welcoming of it. 
Clean my Roomes, as Temples be, 
T entertain that Deity. 
Give me words wherewith to wooe. 
Suppling and successefuU too '. 
Winning postures ; and «\t\i3\\, 
""" -a eai^h way musicaW. ■- 
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Sweetnesse to allay my sowre 
And unsmooth behaviour. 
For I know you have the skill 
Vines to prune^ though not to kill^ 
And of any wood ye see^ 
You can make a Mercury. 



To Sn.viA 

No more my Silvia^ do I mean to pray 

For those good dayes that ne'r wiu come away. 

I want beliefe : O gentle Silvia^ be 

The patient Saint, and send up vowes for me. 



The Poet hath lost his pipb 

I cannot pipe as I was wont to do^ 
Broke is my Reed^ hoarse is my sin^ng too : 
My wearied Oat He hang upon the Tree, 
And give it to the Silvan Deitie. 



True Friendship 

Wilt thou my true Friend be ? 
Then love not mine^ but me. 



The Apparition of his Mistresse calling him to 
Elizium. Desunt nonnulla 

Come then^ and like two Doves with silv'rie wings^ 
Let our soules flie to th' shades^ where ever springs 
Sit smiling in the Meads ; where Balme and Oile^ 
Roses and Cassia crown the untill'd soyle. 
Wliere no disease raignes, or infection comes 
To blast the Aire, but Xm\>et-^Tefec^ ^xAG^toa^ 
Tbisj that, and eVry TYiicke^. ^o>i)a.\xwis^\t^ 
More sweet, then Storaxirom xVe^ViXiwi^^^'^^ 
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I vrbere ev'ry tree a wealthy issue beares 

Of frasruat Apples, blushing Plums, or Pearca : 

And all the shrubs, vith eparkliog spangles, she.v 

Like Alomiiig-Sun- shine tinsilling the dew. 

Here in greea Meddowes sits etemall May, 

PurSing the Margents, while perpetuall Day 

So double gilds the Aire, aa that no eight 

Can ever rust th' Enamel of the light. 

Here, naked Vounglings, handsome Striplings ru: 

Tbeir Goale» for Virgins' kisses ; which when done. 

Then unto Dancing forth the learned Round 

Commixt they meet, with endlesse Roses crown'd. 

And here we I sit on Primrose-banks, and see 

Love's Chorus led by Cupid ; andwe'lbe 

Two loving followers too unto the Grove, 

It'here Poets sing the stories of our lova 

There thou »halt hear Divine Musxus dng 

Of Hero, and Leantler ; then He bring 

Thee to the Stand, where honoitr'd Homer reades 

His Odisees, and his high lliades. 

About whose Throne the crowd of Poets throng 

To heare the incantation of his tongue : 

To Linus, then to Pindar ; and that done, 

lie bring thee Herrick to Anacreoii, 

Qnafhng his full-crown 'd bowles of burning Wine, 

And in his Raptures speaking Lines of Thine, 

Like to His subject ; and as his FrantJck- 

Looks, shew him truly Bacchanalian like, 

Besmear'd with Grapes; welcomehe shall thee thitb 

Where both may rage, both drink and dance togethi 

Theo stately Virgil, witty Ovid, by 

Whom faire Corinna sits, and doth comply' 

With Yvorie wrists, his Laureat head, and steeps 

His eye in dew of kisses, white he sleeps. 

Then soft Catullus, sharp-fang'd Martial, 

And towring Lucsn, Horace, Juvenal, 

And Snakie Perseus, these, and those, whom Ragfli 

(Ihopt from the jarres of heaven) lill'd t' engage 

^ 'Surround,' ' embraoB.' 



m 



HBRRICHra P0BM8 



111 timeB unto tbeir frenzies ; Thou shall there 

Sehold them in a spacious Theater. 

^.inoug which fflories, (crown'd with sacred Bayea, 

^nd flatt'riag I vie) Two recits their Flaiea, 

^umont and Fletcher, Swans, to whom all eaies 

jsten, while they (like Syrens in their Spheres) 

Hug their Evadne ; ' and still more for thee 

rhere yet remaiaes to know, then thou can'st see 

3y glim'rin£ of a fancia : Doe but come, 

Vnd there lie shew thee that capacious roonie 

'n which thy Father Johnion now is plac't, 

^B in a Globe of Radiant lire, and grac't 

To be in that Orbe crown'd {that doth include 

rhose Prophets of the former Magnitude) 

^nd he one chiefe ; But harke, 1 heare the Cock, 

The Bell-man of ttie night) proelaime tiie clock 



Df lat« struck o 






r 1 see the 



Jt Day break from the pregnant East, 
' vanish ; more I had to say ; 
But night determines here. Away. 



Life is tub BoniBs Ligbt 

LiiFE is the Bodie's light ; which once declining 

rhose crimson clouds i' tV cheeks &lips leave shining. 

rhose counter-changed Tabbies ' in the ayre. 

The Sun once set) all of one colour are. 

3o, when Death comes, Fresh tinctures lose their 

place, 
^d dismal) Darknesse then doth smutch the fare. 







£. 
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'r let her walk, or stand, or sit. 
The posture hers, I'm pleas'd with it. 
Or let her tongue be Btill, or stir, 
Gracerul) is ev ry thinff from her. 
Or let her Grant, or else Deny, 
Mg Love tcill Jit each EUtoTie. 



TheP 

AsEB me vihy 1 send you here 
TTiis sweet Infanta of the yeere ? 

Aske me why I send to you 
This Primrose, thus bepearl'd with dew .■' 

I will whisper to your eares, 
The sweets of Love are miit with tears. 

Ask me why this flower do's show 
So yeUow-green, and sickly too ? 

Ask me why the stalk is weak 
And bending (yet it doth not break ?) 

I will answer. These discover 
What tainting hopes are in a Lover. 



The Tvtbe. To the BnmB 

Ir nine times you your Bride-groome kiase % 
The tenth you know the Parson's is. 
Pay then your Tythe ; and doing thus. 
Prove in your Bride-bed numerous. 
If children you have ten. Sir John 
Won't for his tenth part ask yuu one. 



Bmhu me my Rose-buds, Drawer eon 

So, while I thus «it crown'd ; 
Db drink the aged Cecubum, 

" "l the roofe turne round. 



HBItlUOE^ IVEBfS 



All thinga subjected are to Fate ; 
Whom this Mome sees moat fortunate, 
The E^'ning sees in poore estate. 

, The Saints-boll calls ; and, Julia, I must read 
The Proper Lessons for the Saints now dead : 
To grace irhicb Service, Julia, there ahall be 
One Holy Collect, sud or sune- for Thee. 
Dead when thou art, Deare Julia, thou shalt hav 
A Tentrall ' sung by Virgins o're thy Grave : 
Meanetime we two will sing the Dirge of these ; 
Who dead, deserve our best remembrances. 



I 



1. I DOB love I know not what; 
Sometimes this, & sometimes that : 
All coiiditicms I aime at. 

2. But, as luckle?se, I have yet 
Many shrewd disasters met. 
To gaine her whom 1 we'd get. 

S. Therefore now lie love do more. 
As I 've doted heretofore : 
He who must be, shall he poore. 



"lionT hides our thefts ; all faults thei 
Ml are alike fatre, when no spots ^ 
jais and Lucrece, in the nighttimt 
Pleaaing alike ; alike both singular : 
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Jone^ and my lady have at that time one^ 
One and the self-same priz'd complexion. 
Then please alike the Pewter and the Plate ; 
The cnosen Rubie^ and the Reprobate. 

A OHABME^ OB AN ALLAY FOR LoVE. 

If so be a Toad be laid 
In a Sheeps-skin newly flaid^ 
And that ty'd to man twil sever 
Him and his affections ever. 

To HIS Brother in Law Master John Wingfield 

Fob being comely^ consonant^ and free 
To most of men^ but most of all to me : 
For so decreeing^ that thy clothes' expence 
Keepes still witbin a just circumference : 
Then for contriving so to loade thy Board^ 
As that the Messes ne'r o'r-laid the Lord : 
Next for Ordaining, that thy words not swell 
To any one unsober syllable. 
These I co'd praise thee for beyond another^ 
Wert thou a W inckfield onely, not a Brother. 

The Head-ake 

My head doth ake^ 
O Sappho ! take 

fty fillit. 
And bind the paine ; 
Or bring some bane 

To kill it. 

2. But lesse that part^ 
Then my poore heart, 

Now is sick : 
One kisse from thee 
Will counsell be^ 

And Physick. 
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Live by thy Muse thou ahslt ; when otha 
Leaviug no Fame to long PoBterity ; 
When Monarchies trans-shifted are, and | 
Here shall endure thy vast Dominion. 



Upon a Maide 



Hencb a blessed soule i 
Leaving here the body dead ? 
Which (since here they can't ■ 
For the Saint, we'l keep the Shrine. 






O ! Times most bad. 
Without the scope 
Of hope 
Of better to be had 

:. Where shall 1 goe|. 

Or whither i 
To shun 
This pubHi[ue overthi 

:. No pla 

(This I am sure) 

Secure 

In this our wasting Warre. 

!. Some storms w'ave pas 

Yet we must all 
Down fall. 
And perish at the last. 



ipe ^^^ 
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Upon Lucia 



I ASKT my Lucia but a kisse ; 
And she with scome deny'd me this : 
Say then^ how ill sho'd I have sped^ 
Had I then askt her Maidenhead ? 



Paines without profit 

A LONO-life's-day I 've taken paines 
For yeij little^ or no gaines : 
The Ev ning 's come ; here now lie stop^ 
And work no more ; but shut up Shop. 



To his Booke 

Be bold^ my Booke^ nor be abasht^ or feare 
The cutting Thumb-naile^ or the Brow severe. 
But by the Muses sweare^ all here is good^ 
If but well read ; or ill read^ understood. 



His Prater to Ben Johnson 

When I a Verse shall make^ 
Know I have praid thee^ 
For old Religion's sake^ 
Saint Ben to aide me. 

2. Make the way smooth for me^ 
When I^ thy Herrick^ 
Honouring thee^ on my knee 
Offer my Lyrick. 

3. Candles He give to thee^ 
And a new Altar ; 

And thou Saint Ben^ shalt be 
Writ in my Psalter. 



I 
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Op Lovb 

Ii^ get me heni/e. 

Because no feuce. 
Or Fort that 1 can make here ; 

But Love by charmeB, 

Or else by Armes 
Will storme, or starving take ber 



To BIS Uvee 

yauag Charles no more to looke, 
Then but to read this in my Booke : 
How Herrick beggs, that if he iMiii- 
Not like the Muse ; to love the mau. 
Who by the Shepbeards, sung (long since) 
The Starre-led-birth of Charles the Prince. 



TllEB 



E PoEt SAD 



Dull to my eelfe, and almost dead to these 
My many fresh and fragrant Mistresses : 
Lost to all Musick now ; since every thing 
Puts on the semblance here of sorrowing. 
Sick is the Land to th' heart ; and doth eudare 
More dangerous faintings by her desp'rate ci 
But if that golden Age tro'd come a^in. 
And Charles here Rule, as he before did Raign ; 
If smooth and unperplext the Seasons were. 
As when the Sweet M&ria lived here : 
I sho'd delight to have my Curies halfe drown'd 
In Tyriaa Dewes, and Head with Rosea crown'd. 
And once more yet (ere 1 am laid out dead) 
£nock at a Slnrre irilh lap exalUd Head, 
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Tiiv sooty Godhead, 1 desire 
Still to be ready with thy fire : 
That sLo'd my Booke de^piJied b 
Arceptance it might find of thee. ' 



Purposes 

No vrath of Men, or rage of SeaS 
Can shake a j uat mao's purposes :■ 
No threats of TyrantSj or the Grii^ 
Visage of them can alter him ; 
But what be doth at first entend, | 
That bo holds firmly to the end. 



■ CouH ait we under yimder Tree, 

■ Where merry as the Maids we'l be. 
I And as on Primroses we sit, 
■■We'l renter (if we can) at wit: 
■If not, at Draw-gloves we will play ; 
KSo spend some minutes of the day: 
VOr else spin out the thread of sands, 
iPlaying at Questions and Commands : 
vOr tell what strange Triuks l^ove can 
■^h- quickly making one of two. 
■Thus we will sit and talke ; but tell 
KKo cruell truths of Philomel], 

■Or Phiilis, whom hard Fate forc't on, 

KTo kill her selfe for Demophon. 

|Sat Fables we '1 relate ; how Jove 
ut on all shapes to get a Love : 
« now a Satyr, then a Swan ; 

BA Bull but then ; and now a njui 
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Next we will act, how young men wooe ; 
And High, and kiss, aa LoverB do : 
And talke of Brides ; & who shall make 
That wedding-amock, this Bridal-Cake ; 
That Dresa, this Sprig, that Leaf, this Vint 
That smooth and silken Colnmbine. 
This done, we '1 draw lots, who shall buy 
And guild the Bales and Rosemary : 
What Posies for our Weddinff Rings ; 
What gloves we '1 give, and Ribanings : 
And smiling at our selves, decree. 
Who then the joyniag- Priest shall be. 
What short sweet Prayers shall be said ; 
And how the Posset shall be made 
With Cream of Lillies (not of Klne) 
And Maiden' E-blush, for spiced wine. 
Thus, having talkt, weT next commend 
A kiss to each ; and «o me '! end. 



His own Bfitafh 

As wearied Pilgrims, once possest 
Of long'd-for lodging, go to rest : 
So 1, now having rid my way ; 
Fix here my Button'd Staffe and stay. 
Youth (I confess) hath me mis-led ; 
But Ago hath brought me right to Bed. 



Spring with the Larke, most comely Bride^ and meet 
Your eager Bridegroome with aaspitious feet. 
The Morn 's farre spent ; and the immortall Sunne 
Corrols hia cheeke, to see those Rites not done. 
Fie, Lovely maid ! Indeed you are too slow, 
When to the Temple Love sho'd runne, not go. 
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^pIXHspatch your dresaing theu ; and quickly wed : 
Tben feast, and coy't a little ; then to bed. 
Thia day is Love's day ; and this busie night 
Is yours, in which yon challeng'd are to light 
With BDch an arm'd, but such an easie Foe, 
As nill if you yeeld, lye dotra conquer'd too. 
The Field is pitch't; but such must be your warr 
Aa that your kisses must out^vie the Starres. 
FiUI down together vanquiaht both, and tye 

I Drown'd in the bloud of Rubies there, not die. 

The Night-piece, to Jui.ia 

,. Hbb Etes the Glow-worme lend thee. 

The Shooting Starres attend thee ; 

And the Elves also, 

Whose little eyes jrlow 
Like the sparks of lire, befriend thee. 
I 2. No Will-o'-th'-Wiape inis-Ii«ht thee ; 
Nor Snake, or Slow-worme bite thee ; ■ 

But on, on thy way 

Not making a stay. 
Since Ghost ther's none to affright thee. 
[ 3. Let not the darke thee cumber; 

What though the Moon do's slumber? 

The Starres of the night 

Wilt lend thee their light. 
Like Tapers cleare without number, 
I i. Tben Julia let me »-ooe thee. 
Thus, thus to come unto me : 

And when I shall meet 

Thy silv'ry feet. 
My SDule I'le poure into thee. 



To Sir Cui>af:^Y Crkw 
. GivK me wine, and give me meat* 
To create in me a heate. 
That my pulses high may beote. 



J 



I 
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2. Cold and hunger never yet 
Co'd a noble Verse beget ; 

But four Baules with Sack repleat. 

3. Give me these (my Knight) and try- 
In a Minutes epace hov I 

Can runne mad, and Prophesie. 

4. Then if any Peece proves new. 
And rare, lie say (my dearest Crew) 
It was full euspir'd by yon. 

is a Kisse ? Why this, i 



Gu>R[e 
o haste to have my Numbers read : 
«>mes Glorie till a man be dead. 



What will ye (my poor Orphans) do 

When 1 must leave the World (and you) 

Who'l give ye then a sheltriag shed. 

Or credit ye, when 1 am AesAf 

Who'l let ye by their (ire sit? 

Although ye have a stciuk of wit. 

Already coia'd to pay for it 

I cannot tell ; uolesse there be 

Some Race of old humanitie 

Left (of the lar((e heart, and long hand) 

Alive, as Noble Westmorland ; 

Or gallant Newark, which brave two 

May fost'ring lathers be tt 

If not; eipcct to be no !& 

lU us'd, then Babes left fatheriaw. 



^ 
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His ClUBOE TO JULU AT UK DeITH 

Deuiest of thouBaods, now the time drawes neere, ' 
That with my Liaea, my Life must full-stop here. 
Cut off thy hairea ; and let thy Teares he shed 
Over my Turfe, when I am buried. 
Then far effusions, let none waating be. 
Or other Rites that doe belong to me ; 
A* Lore shall heipe thee, when thou do'st go henoa 
— "— *0 thy everlasting residence. 

Upon Love 
In b Dreame, Lore had me go 
To the Gallies there to Rowe ; 
In the Vision, I afikt why? 
Lore, as briefly did reply ; 
'Twaa better there to toyle, then prove 
The turmoiles they endure that love. 
I anoke, and then I knew 
What Love said was too too true ; 
Henceforth therefore I will be 
As from Love, from trouble free. 
ne pities him that 'a in the snare. 
And tnaru'd before, tao'd not beware. 

The Coblehs Catch 
Comb sit we by the fires side ; 

And roundly drinke we here j 
'nil that we see our cheekes Ale-dy'd 

And noses tann'd with Bee re. 



CoNNUflU FlORES, or the WGt.L-WIEnEB 



Chorui Sitcerdotam. 

1. Phom the Temple to your home 

May a thousand bleaaiags come ! 

Aod a sweet concurring stream 

Of aU joyes, tojoyn with them. 



J 
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^K Chorus Juwenum, 


^B 2. Happ7 daj' 
^H Make □□ loTig stay 

^H III thy^Sphere 
^H But give tliy place to-night, 

^H As lliee/ 
^B May be 

^H Partaker of tliia siglit. 
^H And since it was thy care 
^H To Bee the Younglings wed ; 
^H 'Tig fit that Niffht, the Faire, 
^H Sho'd see safe broiiglit to Bed. 



Chorus Semtm. 
F 8. Go to your banouet than, but use delight, 
So as to rise still with an appetite. 
Love is a thiii§^ most nice ; and must be fed 
To such a height ; but never surfeited. 
What is beyond the mean is ever ill : 
'Tk bf.st to feed Love ; but not over-fill: 
Go then disoreetly to the Bed of pleasure ; 
And this remember, Vertue keepes the m 

Chorus Virgin-urn. 

4. Luckie signes we liave diacri'd 
To encourage on the Bride ; 
And to these we have espi'd. 
Not a kissing Cupid flyes 
Here about, but has his eyes. 
To imply your Love is wise. 

Chorus Pastorum. 

5. Here we present a fieere 

To make a peece 
Of doth; 
Nor, Faire, must you b 
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Your Finger to apply 
To huswiferie. 
Then^ then begin 
To spin : 
And (Sweetling) marke you^ what a Web will come 
Into your Chests^ drawn by your painfull Thumb. 

Chorus Matronarum. 

6. Set you to your Wheele, and wax 
Rich^ by the Ductile Wool and Flax. 

Yame is an Income ; and the Huswive's thread 
The Larder fils with meat ; the Bin with bread. 

Chorus Senum, 

7. Let wealth come in by comely thrift. 
And not by any sordid shift : 

'Tis haste 

Makes waste : 
Extreames have still their fault ; 
The tqftest Fire makes the sweetest Mault, 
Who gripes too hard the dry and slip'rie sand. 
Holds none at all, or little in his hand. 

Chorus Virginum, 

8. Goddesse of Pleasure, Youth, and Peace, 
Give them the blessing of encrease : 
And thou Lucina, that do'st heare 
The vowes of those, that children beare : 
Whenas her Aprill houre drawes neare. 
Be thou then propitious there. 

Chorus Juvenum, 

9. Farre hence be all speech, that may anger move : 
Sweet words must nourish soft and gentle Love, 

Chorus omnium, 

10. live in the Love of Doves, and having told 
The Raven's yeares, go hence more R\^ \.Vi&\x. * 
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When thence 



e my reverend Ghost to ri 



And there to bck th' effused sacrifice : 
Though paleness be the Livery that I weare, 
Looke ye not wan, or colourlesse for feare. 
Trust me, I will not hurt ye ; or once shew J 

The least grim looke, or cast a frown on you : 
Nor shall the Tapers «hen 1 'm there, bum blew. 
This I may do (perhaps) as 1 glide by. 
Cast on my Girles a glaace, and loving eye; 
Or fold mine armes and sigh, because I 're lost 
The world so soon, and in it, you the most. 
Then these, no feares more on your F»ndee foil, 
Though then I smile, and speake no words at aU. 



A Chbistall Violl Cupid brought. 

Which hadajuicein it: 
Of which who drank, he said no thought 
Of Love he sho'd admit. 

I. 1 greedy of the prize, did drinke. 
And emptied soon the glasse ; 
Which burnt me so, that I do thinke 
The fire of hell it was. 

I, Give me my earthen Cups again. 
The Christall I contemne ; 
Which, though enchaa'd with Pearls, contj 

A deadly draught in them. 

. And thou, O Cupid ! come not to 
My Threshold, since I see. 
For all I have, or else can do, 
Thou BtiU w\\t twiAVi me. 
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Tbk BeaoAit to Mab, the FAinio Qusaif 

PuusE your Grace, from out your Store, 

Give an Almes to one that'i poore. 

That your mickle, may have more. 

Black I 'm grown for want of meat ; 

Give me then an Ant to eate ; 

Or the cleft eare of a Mouse 

Over-HonT'd in drinke of Souce: 

Or, sweet Lady, rearh to me 

The Abdomen of a Bee ; 

Or commend a Cricket's- hip. 

Or his HackBon,' to my Bcrip. 

Give me for bread, a little bit 

Of a Pease, that 'g-ins to chit,^ 

And my full thanks take for it. 

Flonre of Fuz-balls, that 'a too good 

For a man in oeedy-hood : 

But the Meat of Mill-dust can 

Well content a craving man. 

Any Orts the Elves refuse 

Well will serve the Beg^are use. 

But if this may seem too much 

For an Almes ; then give me such 

little bits, that nestle there 

In the Pria'ner^ Fanier. 

So a blesaing light upon 

Voa, and mighty Obero 



Lbt'b be Jocund while we may ; 



■ Ane 

^M Lbt'b bejocuu 
^M All things hav 
^^ And nhen one 
^B -J-'alea rei^olre n 

^B ■ 'Knuckle 
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Here a prett; Baby lies 
Sung asleep with Lullabies : 
Pray be silent, and not stirre 
Th' easie eartli that covers lier. 



PAitBweij. Fbost, ( 



E Spbiko 



Fled are the Frosts, and now the Fields appeare 

Re-cloth '<! in fresh and verdant Diaper. 

Thaw'd are the Bnowes, and now the lusty Spring 

Gives to each Mead a neat enaraelinfi. 

The I'alms put forth their Gemmes, and every Tra 

Now swaggers in her Leavy gallantry. 

The while the Daulian Minstrell sweetly avaga 

With warbling Notes, her Tyrrean sufferings. 



To strip the Trees, and Fields, to their distreese, 
LeaviDg- them to a pittied nakeduesse. 
And looli how when a frantick Stornie doth tear 
A stubborn Oake, or Holme (long growing there 
Bat lul'd to calmuesse, then succeeds a breeze 
That scarcely stirs the nodding leaves of Trees ; 
So when this War (which tempest-like doth spiiil 
Our salt, our Com, our Houie, Wine, and OiJe) 
Falls to a temper, and doth mildly cast 
His inconsiderate FreuKie off (at last) 



The Hag 

The Hag is astride, 

This night for to ride ; 

The Devill and shea together ; 

Through thick, and through thin. 
Now out, and then iii, 

so foiile be the weather. 
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2. A Thorn or a Burr 
She takes for a Spurre : 

With a lash of a Bramble she rides now^ 
Through Brakes and through Bryars^ 
O're Ditches and Mires^ 

She foUowes the Spirit that guides now. 

• 

3. No Beast^ for his food^ 
Dares now range the wood ; 

But husht in his laire he lies lurking : 

While mischiefs^ hj these^ 

On Land and on Seas^ 
At noone of Night are a- working. 

4. The storme will arise^ 
And trouble the skies ; 

This nighty and more for the wonder^ 

The ghost from the Tomb 

Affrighted shall come, 
Cal'd out by the clap of the Thunder. 



Upon an old man a Residenoiarie 

Tread Sirs^ as lightly as ye can 
Upon the grave of this old man. 
Twice fortie (bating but one year^ 
And thrice three weeks) he lived here. 
Whom gentle fate translated hence 
To a more happy Residence. 
Yet^ Reader^ let me tell thee this 

S Which from his ghost a promise is) 
f here ye will some few teares shed^ 
He *1 never haunt ye now he 's dead. 



Upon Teares 

RE8^ though th' are here below the sinners brine^ 
ve they are the Angels spiced wine. 
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Tbb Pbimitix to Parents 

OuB Houseltold-gods our Parents be ; 
And manners g'ood requires, that we 
The first-Fniits give to them, who gave 
Ua hands to get what hare we have. 



Upon Luoib. Epic. 

D Teeth has Lucie, pure aa Pearl, and m 
KWith mellow Lips, and luscious there withalL 



1 AM holy, while I stand 
CircuDi-crost hj thy pure hand : 
But when that is gone ; Again, 
I, as others, am Prophane. 



To HIS CtOSET-GoDS 

When I goe Hence, ye Closet-Cods, 1 feare 
Never againe to have ingression here : 
Where I have had, what ever things co'd tie 
Pleasant, and precious to my Muse and me. 
Besides rare sweets, I had a Book which none 
Co'd read the Intext but my selfe alone. 
About the Cover of this Booli there went 
A curious-comely clean Compartlemeot : 
And, in the midst, to grace it more, was set 
A bluBhing-pretty-peeping Ruhetet : 
But now 'tis clos d ; and being shut, & seal'd. 
Be it, O be it, never more reveal'd ! 
Keep here still, Closet-Gods, 'fore whom I've si 
Obl&tions oft, of sweetest Marmelet.' 
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A Bacchanalian Verse 

Fill me a mighty Bowie 
Up to the brim : 
That I may drink 

Unto mj Johnson's soule. 

2. Crowne it agen agen ; 

And thrice repeat 
That happy heat ; 
To drink to Thee my Ben. 

3. Well I can quaffe^ I see. 

To th* number five. 

Or nine ; but thrive 

In frenzie ne'r like thee. 



To Youth 

K Wine, and live here blithefiill, while ye may : 
iorrowe*s life too late is, Live to-day. 



A Hymne to the Muses 

O ! YOU the Virgins nine ! 
That doe our soules encline 
To noble Discipline ! 
Nod to this vow of mine : 
Come then, and now enspire 
My violl and my lyre 
With your etemaU fire : 
And make me one entire 
Composer in your Quire. 
Then I 'le your Altars strew 
With Roses sweet and new ; 
And ever live a true 
Acknowledger of you. 
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Os HlMSELFE 

Jle Gin^ no more, nor will 1 longer trrite 
Of that Bweet Lad^, or that gallant Knight : 
lie sing no more of Frosta, Saowes, Dewt t 

Showers ; 
No more of Groves, Meudes, Springa, and v, 

of Flowers ; 
lie write do more, nor will 1 tell or siag 
Of Cupid, and his wittie cooznin? : 
lie siiiK "o more of death, or shall the grave 
No more my Dirges, and my Treutalls have. 

Upon Jonh asd Jake 
JoNB is a wench that's painted ; 
Jone is a Girle that 'a tainted ; 

Yet Jone she goes 

Like one of tho«e 
AVhoni purity had Sainted. 

Jane is a Girle that's prittie ; 
Jane is a wench that's wittie ; 

Yet, who wo'd think. 

Her hreatli do's stinke, 
And BO it doth? that's pittde. 

To Moiius 

Who read'sl 

By all the miiBes ! thou slialt be 
Anathema to it, and me. 

M. Ekd. Pobteh, GnooME of ths 
Beh-Chauber to His Maj. 

SwEBT Country life, to such unknown, 
AYhose lives are others', not their own ! 
But serving Courts, and Cities, be 
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happy, lessenjoyingthee. 
Thou never Plow'st the Oteau's foame 
To seek, and bring rough Pepper home : 
Nor to the Eastern lud dost ruve 
To bring from thence the scorched Clove. 
Nor, with Ibe losae of thy lov'd rest, 
Bring'st home the Ingot from the West. 
No, tity Ambition's Master-piece 
Fliee no thought higher then a fleece : 
Or how to pay thy Hinds, and cleere 
All scores ; and su to end the yeere : 
But walk'st about thine OM'n dear bounds. 
Not envying others larger grounds ; 
For well thou know'st, 'iU not Ih' extent 
Of Land niakea life, but tweet coiitevl. 
When now the Cock {the Plow-man s Home) 
Calls forth the lilly-wriated Mome ; 
Then to thy corn-fields thou dost goe. 
Which though well soyl'd, yet thou dost know, 
Tliat the best compost for the Lands 
Is the wise Masters Feet, and Hands. 
There at the Plough thou find'at thy Teame, 
With a Hind whistling there to them : 
And cheer 'at them up, by singing how 
The Kingdoms portion is the Plow, 
Tliis done, then to th' enameld Meads 
Thou go'st, and as thy foot there treads. 
Thou seest a present God-like Power 
Imprinted in each Herbe and Flower : 
And smell'st the breath of great-ey'd Kine, 
Sweet as the blossomes of the Vine. 
Here thou behold'st thy large sleek Neat 
Unto the Dew-Up up in meat : 
And, as thou look'st, the wanton Steere, 
The Heifer, Cow, and Oxe draw aeere 
To make a pleasing pastime there. 
These «een, thou go st to view thy flocks 
Of sheep, (safe from the Wolfe and Fox) 
And find' St their bellies there as full 
short sweet gra«se, as backs with wool. 






^ 
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And leB¥'Et them (se they feed and (ill) 
A Shepherd piping' on a hill. 

For Sports, for Pagentrie, and PJayes, 
Thon haat thy Eves, aoA Holydayes : 
On which the yoang men and maids meetj 
To exercise their dancing feet : 
Tripping the comely country Round, 
With Q^ffadilt and Daisies crown' d. 
Thy Wakes, thy Quintela, here thou hast, 
Thy May-poles too with Garlands crac't: 
Thy Morris-dance ; thy Whitaun-de ; 
Thy Sheering- feast, which never faile. 
Thy Harvest home ; thy Wassaile bowle. 
That's toHt up after Fax. i' th' Hole. 
Thy Mummeries ; thy Twelfe-tido Kings 
And Queenes ; thy Christmas reveUings : 
Thy Nut-browne mirth ; thy Russet wit ; 
And DO man paves too deare for it 
To these, thou hast thy times to goe 
And trace the Hare i' th' trecherous Snow i 
Thy witty wiles to draw, and get 
The Larke into the Trammel! net ; 
Thou hast thy Cockrood, and thy Glade 
To take the precious Phesant made : 
Thy IJme-twigs, Snares, and Pit-falls then 
To catch the pilfring Birds, not Men. 
O happy life f if that their good 
The Hasbandmen but understood ! 
Who all the day themselves doe please. 
And Younglings, with such sports as thesb 
And, lying down, have nought t' affright 
Sweet sleep, that makes more short the nigl 
CieCera dfsunt 

To Elbctra 

not ask a kisse ; 
I dare not beg a smile; 
Lest having that, or this, 
I might grow proud the while. 




r 

TOB 
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:. No, DO, tlie utmost share 

Oltny desire, shall be 

Onely to kisse that Aire, 

That lately kissed thee. 



[. Artbcr Babtlt 



When after many Lusters iliou ehalt be 

Wrapt up in Seare-clotb with thine ADceitrie ; 

When of thy rag^'d Eaciitcheons ihall be seene 

So little left, as if they ne'r bad been : 

Thou shalt thy Name have, and thy Fames besttruBl 

Here with the Generation of my JusL 

What kind of Mistressb he wouui have 

Bh the Mistresse of my choice, 
Cleane in niannerB, cleere ii 
Be she witty, more then wii , 
Pure enough, though not Precise : 
Be the shewing in her dresse. 
Like a civill Wilderness ; 
That the curious may detect 
Order in a sweet neglect ; 
Be she rowling in her eye. 
Tempting all the passers by : 
And each Kinglet of her haire. 
Ad Enchantment, or a Stiiire, 
For to catch the Lookers on ; 
But her self held fast by noni 
Let her Lucrece all day be, 
Thais in the night, to me. 
Be she such, as neither will 
Famith me, nor over-fill. 
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A PABANJiTIOAl.t., 



Is this a life, to break thy sleep ? 

To rise as soon as day doth peep ? 

To tire thy pntient Oxe or Asse 

By Doone, and let thy ^od dayea passe. 

Not knowing This, that Jove decrees 

Some mirth, t' adulue mans miseries? 

No ; 'tis & life, to have thine oyle, 

Without BJctortionj from thy soyle : 

Thy faithful! fields to yeeld thee Graiue, 

Although with some, yet little paino : 

To have thy mind, and nuptial! bed, 

With fearea, and cares uncumbered : 

A pleasing Wife, that by thy side 

Lies softly panting like a Bride. 

Thia is to live, and to eodeere 

Those minutes, Time has lent us here. 

Then, while Fates eu9«r, live thoa free, 

(As is that ayre that circles thee) 

And crown thy temples too, and let 

Thy servant, not thy own self, sweat, 

To strut ' thy barnea with sheafe of Wheat 

Time steals away like to a stream. 

And we glide hence away with them. 

No sound recalls the koures onnefled. 

Or Roses, being icilherhi : 

Nor us (my Friend) when we are lost, 

Like to B Deaw, or melted Frost. 

Then live we mirthful), while we should. 

And turn the iron Age to Gold. 

Let's feaat, and frolick, sing, and play. 

And thus lease last, then live our Day. 

Whose life with care is overcast. 

That man's not said to life, but last : 

Nor is '( n life, seven ycares to tell. 

But for to live that half seven wetf .- 
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Some few sands Epent, we hence must go. 
Both to be blended in tbe Ura, , 

From "hence tliere's never a return. 



Fd M. Dbnqah, I 



9 PnORPECTIVB PoBM 



nkt 1 back unto the Times hence flown 

UBB those Musea, and dislike our own? 

1 1 walk those Pean'^Gardens through, 

:k tbe Flow'rB, and scorn their odours tot 

lit (and justly) be reputed (here) 

icel; mad, or peeviehl}' severe. 

J Apollo ! as I worship wit, 

re 1 have cause to burn periumes to it ;) 

confesBe, 'tis aomwhat to do well 

r high art, although we can't excel!, 

:hee ; or dare the Buskins to unloose 

7 brave, bold, and sweet Maronian Muse. 

nee 1 'm cal'd (rare Denham) to be gone, 

from thy Herrick this conclusion : 

Lsnity in others, if thay be 

id Poets ; yet live Princes under thee : 

■hile their wreaths and Purple Robes do shine, 

by their own jemms, then those beams of thine. 



A HVMNB, 1 






^Pb was, and still my care is, 

VTo worship ye, the Lares, 

* With crowns of (keenest Parsley, 

And Garlic chives not scarcely : 

For favours here to warme me. 

And not by lire to harme me. 

I For gladding so my hearth here, 
With inoffensive mirth here ; 
That whUe the Wassaile Bowie here 
!tFitk North-down Ale doth troule herf 
' PEeaD. 
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No sillable doth fiLlI here. 

To tnarre the mirth at all here. 

For whkh, 6 Chimney- keepers ! 

(I dare not call ye Sweepers) 

So iaog as 1 am able 

To keep a countrey- table. 

Great be my fare, or small cheerej 

1 'le eat and drink up all here. 



To FOBTUNB 

TuUBLB me dovn, and I will sit 

tJpon my ruines (smiling yet :) 

Teare me to tatters ; yet 1 'le be 

Patient in my necesBitie. 

Lauj^h at my scrape of cloaths, and b] 

Me, as a fear'd infection ; 

Yet scarre-urow-iike I 'le walk, u ooi 

Neglecting- thy derision. 



it push-pin (half the day :) 
Chains of sweet bents let us make, 
Ciiptive one, or both, to take : 
In which bondage we will lie, 
Soules transfusing thue, and die. 



WuAT off-spring other men have got, 
Tlie how, wherej wbori, I question not. 



HESPERIDES 227 

These are the Children I have left ; 
Adopted some ; none got by theft 
But all are toucht (like lawfull plate) 
And no Verse illegitimate. 

To DiANEME. A Ceremonib in Glocester 

IiiE to thee a SimnelP bring, 
'Gainst thou go'st a mothering ; ^ 
So that, when she blesseth thee. 
Half that blessing thou 'It give me. 

To THE Kino 

Give way, give way, now, now my Charles shines 

here, 
A Publike Light (in this immensive Sphere,) 
Some starres were fixt before ; but these are dim. 
Compared (in this my ample Orbe) to Him. 
Draw in your feeble fiers, while that He 
Appeares but in His Meaner Majestie. 
Where, if such glory flashes from His Name, 
Which is His Shade, who can abide His Flame ! 
Princes, and such like Publike Lights as these, 
Must not be lookt on, but at distances: 
For, if we gaze on These brave Lamps too neer. 
Our eyes they 'I blind, or if not blind, they 'I bleer, 

• 

The Funerall Rites of the Rose 

The Rose was sick, and smiling di'd ; 
And (being to be sanctified) 
About the Bed, there sighing stood 
The sweet, and flowrie Sisterhood. 

t 

1 Lenten cake. 

s * Mothering': the custom of visiting near relatives on 
[id-Lent Sunday, from the text in the latargy, ' Jerusalem 
the mother of us all,' the application of which was ex- 
aided to family life. 
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Some hung tlie bead, while some did brin^ 
CTo wash her) water from the Spring. 
Some laid her forth, while others wept. 
But all a Bolenme Fast there kept. 
The holy Sisters some among 
The sacred Dirge and Trentall suDg. 
But ah ! what sweets smelt every where. 
As Heaven had spent all perfumes there. 
At last, when prayers for the dead. 
And Rites were alt accomplished ; 
They, weeping, spread a iawnie Loome, 
And clos'd her up, as In a Tombe. 

The Rainbow : oh, curious Covenant 

MiNB eyes, like clouds, were drizling rati 
And as they thus did entertaine 
The gentle Beams from Julia's sight 
To mine eyes level'd opposite : 
O Thing admir'd ! there did appears 
A curious Rainbow smiling there ; 
Which was the Covenant, that she 
No more wo'd drown mine eyes or m 



For Sugar-cakes and V 
Or for a Tausie let us pay. 

The lofise or thine, or mine. 

2, if thou, my Deere, a winner he 

At trundling of the Ball, 

The wager thou shalt have, and ini 

And my misfortuneg all. 

3. Butif (my Sweetest)! shall get. 

Then 1 desire hut this ; 

That iikewise I may pay the Bet, 

And have for all a klEse. 
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To Sappho 



Lbt ub DOW take time, and plaj'', 
Love, and live here while wo aiaj ; 
Drink rich wine ; and make good cheere. 
While we have our being here : 
For, once dead, and laid i'th' grave, 
No return from thence we have. 



The May-pole 

Thb May-pole is up. 

Now give me the cup ; 
I 'le drink to the Garlands a- round it : 

But firat unto thoee 

Whose hands did compose 
The glorj of flov^ers that crowu'd it. 

A health to my Girles, 

Whoee husbands may Earles 
Or Lords be, (granting my wiehea) 

And whew that ye wed 

To the Bridall Bed, 
Then multiply all, like to Fishes. 



Men hind no state m eicknessk 

That flow of Gallants which approach 
To kiase thy hand from out the coauh ; 
That fleet of Lackeyea, which do run 
Before thy awift Postilion : 
Those etrong-hoof d Mules, which we behold, 
Reio'd in with Purple, Peatl, and gold. 
And shod with silver, prove to be 
The drawers of the axeltree. 
Thy Wife, thy Children, and the state 
Of Persian Loomes, and antique Plate : 
All these, and more, shall then afford 
BNo joy to thee their sickly Lord. 
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NoTHiNo liard, or harsh can prove 
Unto those that truly love. 



The BitAci^LE't of I'eajii.b : to Silvia 

I BKAKB thy Bracelet 'gainst my wiU i 
And, wretched, 1 did see 

Thee discompoBed then, and still 
Art discontent with me. 

One jemme was lost ; and I will get 

A richer pearle for thee. 
Then ever, dearest Silvia, yet 

Was drunk to Antonte. 

Or, for reveng-e, 1 'le tell thee what 
Tliou For the breach shalt do ; 

Firstj crack the string-s, and after that, 
Cleave thou my heart in two. 



'Tt8 said, aa Cupid danc't amonf; 
The Gods, he down the Nectar flong ; 
Which, on t'be T\ii\ft ^oae^KBay^ Jb ' 
e it for ever a^VcT tei. 
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Teares^ and Laughter 



Knew'st thou, one moneth wo'd take thy life away, 
Thou'dst weep ; but laugh, sho'd it not last a day. 



His returne to London 

From the dull confines of the drooping West, 
To see the day spring from the pregnant East, 
Ravisht in spirit, I come, nay more, I flie 
To thee, blest place of my Nativitie ! 
Thus, thus with hallowed foot I touch the ground. 
With thousand blessings by thy Fortune crown'd. 
O fruitfull Genius ! that bestowest here 
An everlastii^ plenty, yeere by yeere. 

Place ! O reople ! Manners ! fram'd to please 
All Nations, Customes, Kindreds, Languages ! 

1 am a free-born Roman ; suffer tiien^ 
That I amongst you live a Citizen. 

London my home is : though by hard fate sent 

Into a long and irksome banishment ; 

Yet since cal'd back ; henceforward let me be, 

native countrey, repossest by thee ! 
For^ rather then I 'le to the West return, 

1 'le beff of thee first here to have mine Urn. 
Weak I am grown, and must in short time fall 
Give thou my sacred Reliques Buriall. 



Not evert day pit for Verse 

Tib not ev'ry day, that I 
Fitted am to prophesie : 
No, but when the Spirit fils 
The fantastick Pannicles : 
Full o£ fier ; then I frT\\;ft 
Ab the Godhead dotVi Vii^\\A. 
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Thoa inrag'd, my lines are hurl'd. 
Like the Sfbell's, through the world. 
Look bow neitt the holy Her 
Either slakes, or doth retire ; 
So the Fancie cooles, till when 
That brave Spirit comes ogeu. 



A Beocolick, or DiscouRaE OP Nbathebdh 

1. Comb hlithefull Neatherdg, let us la; 
A wager, who the hest shall play, 
Of thee, or I, the Kouadelay, 
That fits the husineaae of the Day, 

. And liallage the Judge shall be. 
To give the prize to thee, or me. 

3. CoDtent, begin, and I will bet 
A Heifer smooth, and black as jet. 
In every part alike cnmpleat. 
And wanton as a Kid as yet 



. Against thy Heifer, I will here 
Lay to thy stake a lustie Steere, 
With gilded homes, and burnisht cleere. 

'. Why then begin, and let us beare 
The soft, the sweet, the meUow note 
lliBt gently purles from eithers Oat. 



I I^l. The equall Umpire shall be I, 

Who'l hear, and so judge righteoaslj. 

ier. Much time \s a^^^^ "^ prate ; be^. 
And sooner pla^jtWaaoaexVni. 



rHESPERIDES : 

That's sweetly toueh't, I must canfesse : 
Thou art a man of worthinease ; 
Bnt hark how I can now eipresse 
My love unto my NeatlierdesEo. [He eingt. 

'. A suger'd note ! and sound as sneet 
As Kioe, when they are at milking meet 

. Now for to win thy Heifer faire, 
I'le strike thee such a nimhle Ayre, 
That thou shalt say (thy eelfe) 'tis rare ; 
And title me without compare. 



2. To get thy Steerling, once "gain, 
I 'le play thee such another strain ; 
That thou shah swear, my Pipe do's raigue 
Over thine Oat, us Soveraigne. [He tings. 

Chor. And Lallage shall tell by this. 

Whose now the prize and wager ia, 

I. Give me the prize : 2. The day is mine : 
1, Not BO ; my Pipe has silenc't thioe : 
And hadat thou wager'd twenty Kine, 
They were mine own. Lai. In love combine. 



] 






PaOOF TO NO PUHPOBB 

YoD see this gentle streame, that ^lidi 
Bhov'd on, by quick-succeeding Tides 
Trie if this sober streame you can 
P«Uow to th' wilder Ocean : 
And sw, i/ there it keeps uns^enV 
"- that congesting element. 



J 
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Next, from tbat world of testers, then 

By poares and cavemes back agen 
Induc't that ioadultrate same 
Streame to the Spring from u heace it 
This with a wonder when ye do. 

Then may ye recollect the grainea 
Of my particular Remaiues : 
After a thousand Lusters hurld, 
Bj ruffling winds, about the world. 



Tot 



L Genius oi 



CouiiANn the Hoofe, great Genius, and from 
Into this bouse powre downe thy influence. 
That through each room a golden pipe may ran 
Of living water hy thy Benizon. 
Fulfill the Larders, and with strengthniDg bread 
Be evermore these Bynns replenished. 
Next, like a Bishop consecrate my ground. 
That luckie Fairies here may dance their Round 
And after that, lay downe some silver pence. 
The Maaters charge and care to recompence. 
Charme then the chambers ; make the beds for a 
More then for peevish pining sicknesses. 
Fix the foundation fast, and let the Roofe 
Grow old with time, but yet keep weather proofe. 



I 



His Grakob, t 

Tbouoh Clock, 
To tell bow night drawes hence, 1 've 

A Cock, 
I have, to sing how day drawes on, 

A maid (my Prew) by good luck sent. 



To as 
That little, Pates me gava ' 



t \atA.. 
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A Hen 
I keep^ which creeking day by day^ 

Tells when 
She goes her long white egg to lay. 

A Goose 
I have^ which^ with a jealous eare^ 

Lets loose 
Her tongue^ to tell what danger 's neare. 

A Lamb 
I keep (tame) with my morsells fed^ 

Whose Dam 
An Orphan left him (lately dead). 

A Cat 
I keep^ that playes about my House, 

Grown fat. 
With eating many a miching ^ Mouse. 

To these 
A Trasy ^ I do keep, whereby 

I please 
The more my rurall privacie : 

Which are 
But toyes, to give my heart some ease : 

Where care 
None is, slight things do lightly please. 



Good precepts, or counsell 

In all thy need, be thou possest 
Still with a well-prepared brest : 
Nor let the shackles make thee sad ; 
Thou canst but have, what others had. 
And this for comfort thou must know. 
Times that are ill wo'nt still be sp. 
Clouds will not ever powre down raine ; 
A sullen day will cleere againe. 
First, peales of Thunder we must heare. 
Then Lutes and Harpes shall stroke the eare. 

' Thieving. a Hib wpwuVftY— "B- 
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Upon Lucia dabl&d in the deaw 

Mv Lucia in the deaw did go. 

And prettily bedabied bo. 

Her cloaths held up, she shew'd witball 

Her decent lega, cleaoe, long aod small. 

I follow'd after to descrie 

Fart of the nak't sincerity ; 

But still the enviouB Scene between 

Deni'd the Mash I wo'd have seen. 



ON AND P&VLOUEL, A DlAUMUB Bl 

Wj%, Charon ! O gentle Charon ! let nte woo 

1 By tears and pitie now to come unto me 

fOh. What voice bo Eweet and charming do 1 

Say what thou art. Ph. I prithee first 

lOh. A sound 1 heare, but nothing yet can see, 
Speak where thou art. Ph. O Charon 

I am a bird, and though do came I tell. 

My warbling note will say I 'm Pbylomel. 
Ch. What's that to me, 1 waft nor fish or fowlei 

Nor Beasts (fond thing) but only humane si 
Ph. Alas for me ! Ch. Shame on thf witching i 

That made me thus hoist saile, and L 
Boat : 

But He retume; what mischief brought 

A deale of Lova, mA -nwida, nm 
together. 
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',%. Wlafi thy request? PS. That since she 'b now 

beneatli 
Who fed 017 life, I'le follow ber in death. 
7k. And isthatall^ I'm gone. Ph. By love I pray 

thee. 
7h. Talk not of love, all pray, but few soules p»y 

PA. He give thee vows & tears. Oh. Can tean pay 

For mending sails, for patching Boat and Oares? 
Ph. 1 1e beg a penny, or lie sing so long. 

Till thou analt Bay, I 've paid thee with a song. 
Ck. Why then begin, atid all the while we make 

Our alothfall passage o're the Stygian Lake, 

Thou & I 'le siug to make these dull Shades 

Who els with tears wo'd doubtles drown my 

IimNAKIB Oe LITTLES, tJPON X PIPKIN OP JeLLIB 
A UTTUi Saint best fits a little Shrine, 
A little pron best lits a little Vine, 
As my small Cruse best fits my little Wine. 



m 



A little Trade best fits a little Tojl'e : 

*LB my small Jarre best fits my little Oyle. 

little Bin best fits a liule Bread, 
little Garland fits a little Head : 
As my small stufTe best lits my little Shed. 

. A little Hearth best fits a liule Fire, 
A tittle Cbaopell fits a litl\e Qu\Te, 
L<l«njy«malIBell best fits my WltVeS'^w*. 
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5. A little streame best fits a little Boat ; 
A little lead best fits a little Float ; 
As mj smnll Pipe best fits my little Dote. 

G. A little ment best fits a little bellie, J 

As sweetly, Lady, give me leave to tell yej 
This little pipltia fits thia Uttle Jellie. 



Ufoh toe Roses in Juua.'h bosomb 

Thriob happie Roses, so much grac't, to have 
Within the Bosome of my Love your grave. 
Die when ye will, your sepulchre is kuowue. 
Your Grave her bosome isj the Lawae the Stg 



Maids nay's are nothing, they are Ghie 
But to desire what they deuie. 



Tqesi 



B Sacbifioh 



The Gods require the thighea 
Of Beeves for sacrifice ; 
Which rested, we the steatn 
Must sacriiice to them : 
Who though they do not eat, 
Yet love tiie smell of meat. 



Lovers aow i-bet c 

A QVOGB Ritig they beare about them still. 
To be, and not seen when and where they wilL 1 
Tliey tread on c\qu4s, aiiil. though they » 
&11, 
' "Hike dew, \)tt\.TivBNie^ii««a'>-'<-'^- ' 
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So silently they one to th' other come. 
As colours steiue into the Peare or Plum, 
And Aire-like, leave no pression to be seen 
Where e're they met, or parting place has been. 



In praise of women 

O JupiTEB, sho'd I speake ill 
Of woman-kind, first die I wUl ; 
Since that I know, 'mong all the rest 
Of creatures, woman is the best. 



The Apron of Flowers 

To gather Flowers Sappha went, 

And homeward she did bring 

Within her Lawnie Continent, 

The treasure of the Spring. 

She smiling blusht, and blushing smil'd. 
And sweetly blushing thus. 

She lookt as she 'd been got with child 
By young Favonius. 

Her Apron gave (as she did passe) 

An Odor more divine. 
More pleasing too, then ever was 

The lap of Proserpine. 



The Candor of Julias teeth 

White as Zenobia's teeth, the which the Girles 
Of Rome did weare for their most precious Pearles. 



Upon her weeping 

Shb wept upon her cheeks, and weepms %o, 

8be teem'd to quench love's fires tii^^t ^«i^ ^\^ ^^"^ • 
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To Sib Johw Bhbklby, Gotbbnovr op E 

Stand forth, brave mao, Bince iate has made tl 

The Hector over Aged Exeter ; 

Who for a long sad time haa weeping stood. 

Like a poore Lady lost in Widdowhood : 

But fearea not ooir to see her safety sold I 

(Ab other Townea and Cities were} for gold, m 

Bf those ignoble Births, which shame the stem I 

That gave Progermination unto them : ^ 

Whose restlesse Ghosts shall heare their childiB 

sing. 
Our Sirea betraid Iheir Country and their King. 
True, if this Citie seven times rounded wan 
With rock, and seven times circumflankt i 

brasse. 
Yet if thou wert not, Berkleyj loyall proofe. 
The Senators down tumbling with the Roofe, 
Would into prais'd (but pitied) ruines fall. 
Leaving DO shew, where stood the CapitoU. 
But thou art just and itchlesse, and dost pleassi 
Thy Genius with two streneth'ning Buttresses, r 
Faith, and Affection : which will never slip 
To weaken this thy great Dictator-ship. 



F. 

1 



To Electra. L 

Love love begets ; then n 

Unsoft to him who 's smooth to thee. 
Tygera and B<»teat.\'Ne,Vem49ame sajr} , 
For profer'd\o^awiX\\o''eie^wJV, 
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None are so harsh^ but if they find 
Softnesse in others^ will be kind ; 
Affection will affection move^ 
Then you must like^ because I love. 

Love dislikes nothing 

Whatsoever thing I see^ 
Rich or poore although it be ; 
'Tis a Mistresse unto mee. 

Be my Girle, or faire or browne^ 
Do's she smile^ or do's she frowne : 
Still I write a Sweet-heart downe. 

Be she roughs or smooth of skin ; 
When I touchy I then begin 
For to let Affection in. 

Be she bald^ or do's she weare 
Locks incurl'd of other haire ; 
I shall find enchantment there. 

Be she whole^ or be she rent^ 
So my fancie be content^ 
She's to me most excellent. 

Be she fat^ or be she leane^ 
Be she sluttbh^ be she cleane, 
I 'm a man for ev'ry Sceane. 

The Eye 

A WANTON and lascivious eye 
Betrayes the Hearts Adulterie. 

To Prince Charles upon his oohino to Exeter 

What Fate decreed^ Time now ha's made us see, 
A Renovation of the West by Thee. 
That Pretemsturall Fever, wYiic\i d\^ >^T«aX. 
DeMtb to our Countrej, now batYtYoe^V^^SL^^V.*. 
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And calmes succeeding^ we perceive no more 
Th' unequall Pulse to beat, as heretofore. 
Something there yet remaines for Thee to do ; 
Then rea<3i those ends that thou wast destin'd to. 
Go on with Sylla's Fortune ; let thy F«te 
Make Thee like Him^ this^ that way fortunate : 
ApoUos Image side with Tliee to blesse 
Thy Warre (discreetly made)with white successe. 
Meane time thy Prophets Watch by Watch shall 

pray; 
While young Charles fights^ and fighting wins the 

day. 
That done^ our smooth-pac't Poems all shall be 
Sung in the high Doxologie of Thee. 
Then maids shall strew Thee, and thy Curies from 

them 
Receive (with Songs) a flowrie Diadem. 



A Song 

BuBNB^ or drowne me^ choose ye whether^ 

So I may but die together : 

Thus to slay me by deg^ees^ 

Is the height of Cruelties. 

What needs twenty stabs^ when one 

Strikes me dead as any stone ? 

O shew mercy then, and be 

Kind at once to murder mee. 



The Wake 

Comb Anthea, let us two 
Go to Feast^ as others do. 
Tarts and Custards^ Creams and Cakes^ 
Are the Junketts stiU at Wakes : 
Unto which the Tribes resort^ 
Where the businesse is the sport : 
Morris-dancers thou shalt see^ 
Marian too in PageotTle : 
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And a Mimick to devise 
Many grinning properties. 
Plsyera there will be, and those 
Base in action as in clothes : 
Yet with Etruttine the]' will please 
The incurious Villages. 
Neer the dying of the day. 
There will be a Cudgell-Play, 
Where a Coxcomb will be broke. 
Ere a good word can be spoke ; 
But the anger ends all here, 
Drencht in Ale, or drown'd in Beere. 
Happy Ruaticks, heat content 
WitB the cheapest Merriment: 
And possesse no other feare. 
Then to want the Wake next Veare. 



The Peteb-Penwy 

Fhebh atrowings allow 

To my Sepulcber now, 
To make my lodging the sweeter ; 

A Btaffe or a wand 

Put then in my hand. 
With a pennie to pay S. Peter. 

Who has not a Crosse, 
Must sit with the losse. 

And no whit further must venture ; 
Since the Purler he 
Will paid have his fee. 

Or eU not one there must enter. 

Who at a dead lift. 
Can't send for a gift 
A Pig to the Priest for a Rorter, 
ShaU heare his Clarke saj, 
By yea and by nay, 
A'opmnU, no Pater Noiler. 
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To Doctor Alabi.aster 

B'lfOK art thou Icsse eateem'd, that t have plac'd 

t Amongst mine honour'd) Tbee (almost) the last : 
n great Processions many lead the way 
To him, who is the triumph of the day, 
As these have done to Thee, who art the one. 
One onely glory of a, million : 
In whom the spirit of the Gods do's dwelt. 
Firing thy soule, by which thou dost foretell 
When this or that vast Dinastio must fall 
Downe to a Fillit more Imjieriall. 
When this or that Home shall be broke, and whi 
Others shall spring up in their place ag-en : 
When times and seasons and all yeares must lie 
Drown'd in the Sea of wild Eternitie : 
When the Black Dooms-dny Bookes (as yet unset 
Shall by the mighty Angell be reveal'd : 
And when the Ti-umpet vhich thou late hast fonn 
Shall call to Judgment ; tell us when the sound 
Of this or that great Aprill day shall be. 
And next the Gospel! wee will credit thee. 
Meane time like Earth-wormes we will craule beU 
And wonder at Those Things that thou dost know 



Mns. M. S. 

Hbke lies a Virgin, and as sweet 

As ere was wrapt in winding sheet. 

Her name if next you wo'd have knowne. 

The Marble speaks it Mary Stone ; 

Who dying in her blooming yeares. 

This Stone, for names sake, melts to tearel 

If fragrant Virgins you '1 but keep 

A Fast, whUe 3 ete ani. WaiWea weej 

And praying, i 

\ do my ^evce i 
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A Conjuration^ to Electra 

By those soft Tods of wooll ^ 
With which the aire is full : 
By all those Tinctures there^ 
That paint the Hemisphere : 
By Dewes and drisling Raine^ 
That swell the Golden Graine : 
By aU those sweets that he 
I' th' flowrie Nunnerie : 
By silent Nights, and the 
Three Formes of Heccate : 
By all Aspects that blesse 
The sober Sorceresse^ 
While juice she straines^ and pith 
To make her Philters with : 
]^ Time^ that hastens on 
Inings to perfection : 
And by your self, the best 
Conjurement of the rest : 
O my Electra ! be 
In love with none, but me. 



Courage gool'd 

CANNOT love, as I have lov'd before : 
•'or 1 'm grown old ; &, with mine age, grown poore 
jOve must he fed by wealth : this blood of mine 
rlust needs wax cold, if wanting bread and wine. 

The Sppxl 

Holy Water come and bring ; 
Cast in Salt, for seasoning : 
Set the Brush for sprinkling : 
Sacred Spittle bring ye hither ; 
Meale and it now mix together ; 

' Tod, literally, a qaattei cvi\« 
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And a tittle Oyle to eitber: 
Give the Tapsrs here their light. 
Ring the Saiiita-Bellj to affright 
Far from hence the evill Sp'rite. 

Hra wim TO pbivacib 

GivH me a Cell 
To dwell. 
Where CO foot hath 

There if ill I spend. 

And ead 
My wearied yeares 



A GOOD Husband 

A Marter of a house (as I have read) 
Must he the first man up, and last in hi 
With the Sun rising be must walk his grounds ; 
See this. View that, and all the other bounds : 
Bbut every gate ; mend every hedge that 'a tom^ 
Either with old, or plant therein new thome : 
Tread ore hia gleab, but with such care, that wh 
He sets his foot, he leaves rich compost there. 

A HvUIfB TO BdCCHUS 

I BiNO thy praise lacchus. 

Who with thy Thyrse dost thwa«k us : 

And yet thou so dost hack us 
With boldness, that we feare 
No Brutua entring here ; 
Nor Cato the severe. 
What though the Lictors threat ns, 
We kaow they dare not heate ua ; 
So long aa ftiOM ios'i, V«a\. w 
When we ttiy O^pea -• — 
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Each Cobler is a King ; 
Nor dreads he any thing : 
And though he doe not rave. 
Yet he '1 the courage have 
To call lay Lord Maior knave 
BesideB too, in a brave, 

las no richi 

h dangling breeches. 
And skirta that want their Btitches, 
And sheweB his ualied flitches ; 
Yet he 'le be thought or Been, 
So good as George-B-Green ; 
And calls hia Blouze, his Queene ; 
And Bpeaka in language keene : 
O Bacchus ! let us be 
Prom cares and troubles free; 
And thou shalt heare how we 
Will chant new Hymnes to thee 

A PSAUUE OR HtMNB TO THB GaAlf 

Globy be to the Graces I 
That doe in puliUke plac 
Drive theoce what ere encumben 
The listning to my numbers. 

Honour be to the Graces ! 
Who doe with sweet embraces. 
Shew they are well contented 
With what I have invented. 

Worship be to the Graces ! 
Who do from sowre faces. 
And lungs that wo'd infect ma 
e protect me. 



Honour to you who sit ! 
Neere to the well t>£ w\\. ■, 
Aad drink your fiU of 'A. 
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Glory aud worship be ! 

To 70U, Eweet Maida (thrice three) 
Who still iuspire me. 

And teach me how to eing 

Uuto the Lyrick siring. 
My measures ravishing. 

Then while I sing your praise. 
My Priest-hood crown with bayes 
Green, to the end of dayes. 

Upon Juua's Clothes 
Wbenas in silks my Julia goes. 
Then, then (me thrnks) how sweetly So^ 
That liquefaction of her clothes. 

Next, when 1 cast mine eyes and see 
That brave Vibration each way free ; 
O how that glittering taketh me ! 

To Amhba 
Lets call for Hymen if agreed thou art; 
Delays in love bul crvdfie the heart. 
Love's thornie Tapers yet neglected lye ; 
Speak tboil tlie word, they'l liindle by and by. 
The nimble bowers wooe us on to wed. 
And Genius waits to have us both to bed. 
Behold, for us the Naked Graces stay 
With maunds ' of roses for to strew the way ; 
BeeideB, the most reliffious Prophet stands 
Ready to joyne, as well our hearts as hands. 
Juno yet smiles ; hut if she chance to chide, 
ni luck 'twill hode to th' £ridegroome and the 
Tell me Anthea, dost thou fondly dread 
The loss of that we call a Maydcnhead ? 
Come, lie instruct thee- Know, the vestall t\e\ 
1b not by mariage nu-encW,, ^*lrt. iinwa the 
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Upon Pbew his Maid 

In this little Urne is laid 
Prewdence Baldwin (once my maid) 
From whose happy spark here let 
Spring the purple Violet. 



The Invitation 

To sup with thee thou didst me home invite ; 

And mad'st a promise that mine appetite 

Sho'd meet and tire^ on such lautitious meat^ 

The like not Heliogabalus did eat : 

And richer Wine wo'dst give to me (thy guest) 

Then Roman Sylla powr'd out at his feasL 

I came ; ('tis true) and lookt for Fowle of price^ 

The bastard Phenix ; bird of Paradice ; 

And for no less then Aromatick Wine 

Of Maydens'-blush^ commixt with Jessimine. 

Cleane was the herth^ the mantle larded jet ; 

Which wanting Lar^ and smoke, hung weeping wet ; 

At last^ i' th' noone of winter^ did appeare 

A rag'dHBOust-neats-foot with sick vineger : 

And in a burnisht Flagonet stood by 

Beere small as Comfort^ dead as Charity. 

At which amaz'd^ and pondring on the food^ 

How cold it was^ and how it chil'd my blood ; 

I curst the master ; and I damn'd the souce ; 

And swore I'de got the ague of the house. 

Well, when to eat thou dost me next desire, 

I 'le bring a Fever ; since thou keep'st no fire. 



Ceremonies for Christmasse 

CoME^ bring with a noise^ 

My merrie merrie boyea. 

The Christmas Log to l^e ^x\ii^\ 
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While my good Dame, slis | 
Bida ye all be free ; 
And drink to your hearts desiring-. 

With the last yeere'e brand 

Light the nev bloclt. And 
For good succcsEe in his speniliiig', 

On your Ptaltriea play. 

That Bweet luck may 
Come while the Log is s-teending-.' 

Drink now the strong Beere, 
Cut the white loafe here. 

The while the meat ia a-shredding ; 
For the rare Mince-Pie 
And the Plums stand by 

To fill the Paste that's a-kneading. 



CaaiBTUAB-EtVE, asotw 

Comb gnard this night the Christmas-Pie, 
That the Thiefe, though ne"r bo slie. 
With his Flesh-hooks, don't come nic 
To catch it. 

From him, who all alone sits there, 
Having his eyes still in his eare. 
And a deale of nightly feare 
To watch it. 



Another to tbb Maim I 

Wash your hands, or else the fire 
Will not teend to your desire ; 
Unwasht hands, ye Maidens, km 
Dead the Fvce, flwm^ ■^e Wa«. 



Wabsaile the Trees, that they may beare 
You many a Plum, and many a Peare : 
For more or lease frnitE they will bring, 
As you doe give them Wassailing. 



] 



A Jem in this eternall Coronet : 

'Twaa rich before ; but since your Name ia downe, 

It sparkles now like Ariadne's Crowne. 

Bl»ae by this Sphere for ever : Or this doe. 

Let Me and It shine gvermore by you. 



SiTEBT Oenone, doe but say 
Love thou dost, though Love sayes Nay. 
Speak me faire ; for Lovers be 
Gently IdlI'd by Flatterie. 



POBTBT PBRPBTTATES THE PoET 



Hbbe I my selfe might likewise die, 
But that etern Jl Poetrle " 



e°i; 



And utterly forsotten lye. 



R^pullulation gives me here 
Vuto the thirtieth thousand ^dne, 
Wbea alJ now dead ah.a\V te-af^e&^B. 



I 
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OnmEcs 



Ohpheus he went (as Poets tell) 

To fetch Euridice irom Hell ; 

And had her ; hut it n'as upon 

This short but strict coudjtion : 

Backward he should not looke while he 

Led her through Hells ohscuritie : 

But ah ! it hapned as he made 

His passage through that dreadfoll iiha^ 

Revolve he did his loving eye ; 

(For g'entle feare, or jelousie) 

And looking back, that look did se 

Him and Euridice for ever. 



To Sapho 
Sapso, I will chuse to go 
Where the Northern Winds do blow 
Endlesse Ice, and endlesse Snow : 
Rather then I once we'd see. 
But a Winters face in thee, 
To benumme my hopes and me. 



, Master Joon Cropi% 

t Fob all thy many courtesies to me. 
Nothing I have (my L'rofts) to send to Thee 
For the requital! ; save this only one 
Halfe of my just remuneration. 
For siuce I've travail'd all this Realm througlid 
To Beeke, and find some few Immortals out 
To circumspangle this my spacious Sphere, 
(As Lamps for evfetlafttiag shininpr hero :) 
And having ftstt^ee TO ir.meOt'^*9>'»irw., 
^(AinongBt the rest) Wttv\»nsVi.T>.\\9.i\ii^>&«-, 
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The present Age will tell the world thou art 
If not th' whole, yet satisfy'd in part 
As for the rest, heing too great a summe 
Here to he paid ; He pay 't i* th' world to come. 



The Bride-Cakb 

This day my Julia thou must make 
For Mistresse Bride, the wedding Cake : 
Knead but the Dow, and it wiU be 
To paste of Almonds turn'd by thee : 
Or kisse it thou, but once, or twice. 
And for the Bride-Cake ther '1 be Spice. 



To BE Merry 

Lets now take our time ; 

While w' are in our Prime ; 
And old, old Age is a-farre off : 

For the evul evill dayes 

Will come on apace ; 
Before we can be aware of. 



The Maiden-Blush 

So look the mornings when the Sun 
Paints them with fresh Vermilion : 
So Cherries blush, and Kathern Peares 
And Apricocks, in youthfull yeares : 
So CorroUs looke more lovely Red, 
And Rubies lately polished : 
So purest Diaper doth shine, 
Stain'd by the Beames of Clarret wine : 
As JuJia looks when Blie dot\i ^t«b& 
Her either cheeke willbi \>«A\d\)d^iie«ii^ 
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PoaaATOBT 

Readers, wee entreat ye ptay 

For the HOule of Lucia ; 

That in little time she be 

From her Purgatory free : 

In th' intrim slie desires 

That youT teares may coole her fires. 



Seest thou that Cloud that rides in State 

Part Ruby-like, pnrt Candidate? 

It is DO other then the Bed 

Where Venus sleeps (halfe smothered). 



The Auber Bead 

I BAw a Flie within a Beads 

Of Amber cleanly buried : 

The Urne was little, but the room 

More rich then Cleopatra's Tombe. 



Sister M. Mebc:b Hebbiok 

Whknerh I go, or what so ere behlls 
Me in mine Age, or forraig^n Funerals, 
This Bleseing 1 will leave thee ere, I go. 
Prosper thy Basket, and therein thy Dow. 
Feea OD the paste of Filberts, or else knead 
And Bake the floure of Amber for thy Bread. 
Balm maj thy Trees drop, and thy SpringB rue 

And everlasting HarvesX, cto«cithv Soile ! 
Tbeae I but wish itx \ ^mV 'Oni wsVU ^t^^ww. 
Tie blegsing fall Vu meWo* timea «suT&»». 
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The Tranefisitiutiun 



clothing I put on. 
So loOQe as, Julia, I am gon 
To mine etern&U Maasion. 

Tbou, thou art here, to humane sight 
Cioth'd all with iucorrupted light ; 
But jet bow more admir'dl}' bright 

Wilt tbou appear, when tbou art set 

In thy refulgent Thronelet, 

That Bbin'Kt thus in thy counterfeit? 



To Tan pAtSBNOBB 

If I lye unburied Sir, 
These my Reliquea, (pray) interre : 
Tis religious part to see 
Stooes, ur turfes to cover me. 
One word more I had to say ; 
But it skills not ; go your way ; 
Ha that wants a buriall roome 
For a Stone, ha's Heaven hU Tambe. 



TO THE KING 

Vnm HIS TAKJNo Of Leicester 

Tris Day is Yours, Great CHARLES ! and in this 

War 
Your Kale, and Ours, alike Victorious are. 
In her white Stole, now Victory do's rest 
Entpher'd itnih Palm on Yoar Triumphant Crttt, 
Fortune is aow Your Captive ', oV\ieT V>Xi^%% 
^^M in/ Afr hand ; I'ou fiold both Kuud* o.'nd. 
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To Julia, in bbr Dawn, or Daybbeakb 

Bv the next kindling of the day 

My Julia thou ehalt see. 
Ere Ave-Mary thou canst say, 

ile come and visit thee. 

Yet ere thou counsel'st with thy Glasse, 

Appeare thou to mine eyes 
Aa amoolh, and nak't, as she that was 

The prime of Paradice. 

If hlush thou must, then blush thou throug 
A Lawn, that thou mayet looks 

As purest Pearles, or Pebles do 
Vvhen peeping- through a Brooke. 

Ab Lillies shrin'd in Chriatall, so 

Do thou to me appeare ; 
Or Damask Roses when they grow 

To sweet ac^juaintaiice there. 



I c'oo but see thee yesterday 

Stung by a fretful! Bee ; 
And I the Javelin suckt away. 

And heal'd the wound in thee. 

A thousand thorns, and Bryars & Stingv 
I have in my poore Brest; 

Yet n'er cnu see that salve which brings 
My Passions any rest 

As Love shall helpe me, I admire 
How llioa canat sit and smile. 

To see me WeeA, anil muX. ifesne 

To ateDcktt\6\>\'«A'ive^\Sw- 
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If thou compos'd of gentle mould 

Art so unkind to me ; 
What dismall Stories will be told 

Of those that cruell be ? 



To Oenonb 

Thou sayest Love's Dart 
Hath prickt thy heart ; 

And thou do'st languish too : 
If one poore prick^ 
Can make thee sick^ 

Say, what wo'd many do ? 



To Electra 

Shall I go to Love and tell. 
Thou art all tum'd isicle ? 
Shall I say her Altars be 
Disadorn'd, and scom'd by thee ? 
O beware ! in time submit ; 
Love has yet no wrathfull fit : 
If her patience turns to ire. 
Love is then consuming fire. 



To Mistress Amie Potter 

ne ! I love, give him your hand to kisse 

both your wooer and your Poet is. 
ure has pre-compos'd us both to Love ; 

ir part 's to frant ; my Scean must be to move, 
jre, can you like, and liking love your Poet.^ 
ou say (I) Blush-guiltinesse will snew it. 
le eyes must wooe you, (though I sigh the while) 
« Love %9 tanguelesse as a CrocodUe. 

1 you may find in Love these diffencks \|ax\a \ 
oers have Tongues qf Ice^ hat burning KearU, 
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Upon a Maidb 

Here uhe lyes {in Bed of Spice) 
Faire as Eve in Paradice : 
For her beauty it was such 
Poets co'd not praise too much. 
Virgins come, and in a Ring 
Her sapreameat Requiem sing ; 
Then depart, but see je tread 
Lightly, lightl}' ore the dead. 



LovB is a Circle, and an Endlesie Sphere ; 
From good to good, revolving liere, & there. I 



Beavti 'e no other but a lovely Grace 
Of lively colours, floving from the fuce. 



Some salve to every sore, we may apply ; 
Only for my wound there's no remedy. 
Yet if my Julia khse me, there will be 
A soveraign balme found out to cure me. 



To 



s BoosB 



Masb haste away, and let one be 

A friendly Patron unto thee : 

Lest rapt from hence, I see thee lye 

Torn for the use of Pasterie : 

Or see thy injur'd Leaves serve well. 

To makeiooae Gowues for Mackarelt : 

Or see the Gitic6t« m a tecc, 

Make liooda o! V^iet \» s*"e wa\.^cs«*» ^ 
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Whbn words ire waut. Love teacheth to endite ; 
And what we blueh to epeake, she bids us write. 



But she huA decreed » day 
Back tu come, (and make no stay.) 
So we keepe, till her retume 
Here, her ashes, Dr her Ume. 



I 



Why bo slowly do you move 
To the centre of your love? 
On your niceness though we w&lt. 
Yet the houres say 'tis late : 
Coyneue takei u« to a measure ; 
But o'racted deadt the pleasure. 
Go to Bed, and care not when 
Cheerful! day shall spriog- agen. 
One Brave Captain did command, 
(By his word) the Sun to stand : 
One short chartne if you but say 
Will enforce the Moon to stay. 
Till you warn her hence (away) 
Tave your bluahes seen by day. 



Touch but thy Lire (my Harrie) and I heare 
From thee some raptures of the ruce Gotire. 
^Theo if tby voice commingle ^Wa &b Saaii},^ 
Kinre to tbee the rare Lanieitt \jo ^vu^'t 
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Or curious WUsoa : Tell me, caost thou be 
Lesa then Apollo, that usurp' st such Three? 
Three, unto whom the whole world give 

plause ; 
Yet their Three praises, praise but One; that' 

Laves. 



Maidens tell me I am old ; 
Let me in my Glasae behold 
Whether smooth or rot I be. 
Or if haire remainos to me. 
Weil, or be't or be't not so, 
This for certainty I know ; 
Ul it tits old men to play, 
When that Death bids come away. 



The Bed-man, or Gravi 

Thuv hast made many Houses for the Dead j 
Whea my Lot calls me to be buried. 
For Love or Pittie, prethee let there be 
r th' Church-yardj made, one Tenement for 

To Anthe* 

Anthba I am going hence 
With some small stock of innocence : 
But yet those blessed gates I see 
Withstanding entrance unto me. 
To pray for me doe thou begin, 
Tlie Porter then will let me in. 

To Jl'lia 

1 Au zeallease ; prethee pray 

For m"f weW-iOTB yviUa^ 

For I \.\i\i\ke ftve ^oi^ lenjivTe 

Male ^eTiiXTn.ea,\>'x'i.¥feTOi*'iw 



ap 
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On Julia's lips 



Sweet are my Julia's lips and cleane^ 
As if or'ewasht in Hippocrene. 



Twilight 

TwnjoHT^ no other thing is^ Poets say^ 
Then the last part of nighty and first of day. 



To HIS Friend^ Master J. Jincks 

LovE^ love me now^ because I place 
Thee here among my righteous race : 
The bastard Slips may droop and die 
Wanting both Koot^ and Earth ; but thy 
Immortall selfe^ shall boldly trust 
To live for ever, with my Just. 



On Himselfe 

If that my Fate has now fiilfill'd my yeere, 
And 80 soone stopt my longer living here ; 
What was 't (ye Gods !) a dpng man to save. 
But while he met with his Patemall grave ; 
lliough while we living 'bout the world do roame, 
We love to rest in peacefull Umes at home. 
Where we may snug, and close together lye 
By the dead bones of our deare Ancestrie. 



Crosses 

Ovn Crosses are no other then the rods^ 
And our Diseases^ Vultures of the Gods : 
Each rrie/e we feele^ that Ukew\&« \% «b1^\ib 
Sent wrtb by them^ our ftesh to «8te, oy \^^a« 
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LovB brought me to a silent Grove, 

And ahew'd me there a Tree, 
Where some had hang'd themselves for loi 

And gave a Twist to me. 

The Halter was of Bilk, and gold. 
That he reacht forth unto me : 

No otherviEs, then if he vould 
By dainty things undo me. 

He bade me then that Neck-laee use : 

And told me too, he maketh 
A glorious end by such a Noose, 

His Death for Love that toketh. 

'Twas hut a dream ; but had I been 

There really alone ; 
My desp'rate feares, in love, had seei 

Mine Execution. 



1 



■ I'hat tho 

^H Tbst 1 



NiQHT makes no difference 'twiit the Priest 

Clark ; 
Jone as my Lady is aa good i' th' dark. 



Thou aaist thou lov'st me Supho ; I eay o . . 
But would to Love I could beleeve 'twas so I 
Pardon my feares (sweet Sapho) I desire 
That thou be righbeoua found ; and I the Lji 



Wb blame, nay, ^e ies^iBft'^w t^™» 
That wets ter GaT4Bn-«'aeQ'ATOvi«».-. 
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But whea the drought has dri'd tbe knot. 
Then let her use the watring-pot. 
We pray for showers (at our need) 
To dreuc^h, hut not to drown our seed. 



TiKB mine advise, and go not nei 

Those faces (sower as Vjneger), 

, For these, and Nobler numbers c: 

Ne'r please the superciliious man 



To BtB HoKouit'o Frienh, Sis TaoMis Hhaia 

Stjimd by the Magick of my powerful! Rhymes 
'Gainst all the indignation of the Times. 
Afe shall not wrong thee ; or one jot abate 
Of thy both Great, and everlasting fate. 
While others perish, here's thy life decreed 
Because begot of my Immurtall seed. 



1^. 



Bierr. Coke and let's in solema wise 
Both addresse to sacrifice : 
Old Religion first commands 
That we wash our hearts, and hands. 
1b the beast exempt from staine, 
Alt&r cleane, no fire prophane.' 
Are the Garlands.^ Is the Nard 
JiU. Ready here? — Ail well pre pa r'd, 

tWitb the Wine that must be shed 
(|Twizt the homes) upon the head. 
Of the holy Beast we bring 
For our Trespasse-offering. — 
. All ia well ; now next to V^xesa 
Put we on pure SuTp\ite%; 
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And with Chaplete crown'd, ve'I rost 

With perfumes the Holocaust : 
And (while we the gods invoke) 
Reads acl^eptB^ce by the smooke. 



I Taot) mighty Lord and master of the Lyre, 
1 Unshorn Apollo, come, and re-inapire 
I My fin^^ra bo, the Lyrick -strings to move, 
FThst I may play, and sing a Hymne to Love. 



I Wbbsb love begins, there dead thy first desire £ 
I A tparke neglected ma/ces a mighty fire. 



An Hvmne to Cupio 

Tbov, thou that bear'st the sway 

Witli whom the Sea-Nimphs play ; 

And Venus, every way : 

When 1 embrace thy knee ; 

And make short pray'rs to thee : 

lu love, then prosper me. 

This day I goe to wooe ; 

Instruct me how to doe 

This worke thou put'st me too. 

From shame my face keepe free, 

From Bcorne I begge of thee. 

Love to deliver me : 

So shall 1 BvnR t^-^ -^TiW ; 

And to thee MteTStMw, 

Unto tte eni o! isie*. 




I 
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ToEl^CTRA 

Lei* not thy Tomb-stoDe er'e be laid by me : 
Nor let my Heree, be wept upon by thee : 
But let that instant wLen thou dy'at be known. 
The minute of mine expiration. 
Ooe knell be rung for huth ; and let one g-rave 
To hold us tvro, an endlesse honour have. 



How HIS SOULE C. 

Mt BOule would one day goe and fieeke 
For Roses, and in Julia's cheeke 
A richeaa of those sweets she found, 
(As in Buotber Rosamond.) 
But gathering Roses as she was, 
(Not knowing what would come to passe) 
It cbanst a ringlet of her haire. 
Caught my poore floule, as in a snare : 
Which ever since has been in thrall ; 
Yet freedome, shee eujuyes witball. 



Upon Jvua'b Haire, blndi.ed l'p in *. ooldbn nb 

Tell me, what needs those rich deceits. 
These golden Toylea, and Trammel-nets, 
To take thine haires when they are knowne 
Already tame, and all tbine owne? 
"Hi I am vrild, and more then haires 
Deserre these Mashes ' and those snares. 
Set free thy Tresses, let them flow 
As aires doe breathe, or winds doe blow : 
And let such curious Net-works be 
Leese set for them, then spred for me. 

Trf, saoWHE OF Blossohes 

Lots in a ehowre of Blossomes came 
Down, snd halfe drown'd me "b'\\Si\K6«mii« 



J 
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The Blooms that fell were nhite and red 
But with Boch sweets commioeledj 
As whether (this} 1 cannot tell 
My siglit vss pleas'd more, or my smell : 
But true it was, as I rowl'd there, 
Without a thought of hurt, or feare ; 
Love tnrn'd himselFe into a Bee, 
And with his Javelin wounded me : 
From which miahap this use I make. 
Where most aweetf urr, there lyet a Snake : 
Kiiaet and Favours are sieeel thingx; 
But Those have Ihomi, and These Aace Win] 

A Defence for Women 
Nauhht are all Women : I say no. 
Since for one Bad, one Good 1 icnow : 
For Clyteninestra most unkind. 
Loving Aicestis there we find : 
For one Medea that was bad, 
A g'ood Penelope was had : 
For wanton Lais, then we have 
Chaste Luprece, or a wife as grave : 
And thus through Woman-kind we see 
A Good and Bad. Sira credit me. 



Bnma the holy crust of Bread, 
Lay it underneath the head ; 
'Tia a certain Cliarm to keep 
Hags away while Children sleep. 



Let the superstitious wife 
Neer the child's heart lay a knife : 
Point be up, and Haft be downe ; 
(While she goasv^ '\n ttie towne) 
This 'moDgBttjAct T(i-5«(:\tft. iVwxn* 
Keepa the slcepms cVv\i ltonv\>MTO%, 



^ 



I 
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An'otheb Cbarue for Stables 

Hano up Hooke, and Sheen to scare 
Hence the Hae, that rides the Mare, 
Till they be all over wet. 
With the mire, otid the sweat : 

'v'd, the Manes shall be 
Of your horses, all knot-free. 



ONIES FOR CaNI>]:,EHAS8B EvE 

Pomr with the Rosemarj' and Bayes, 

Down with the Misleto; 
Instead of Holly, now up-raise 

The greener Bos (for show.) 

The Holly hitherto did sway ; 

Let Box now domiucere ; 
Untill the dancing Eaater-day, 

Or Eaaters Eve appeare. 

Then youthfull Box which now hath grace. 

Your houses to renew ; 
Grown old, surrender must his place, 

Unto the crisped Yew. 

When Yew ia out, then Birch conies in. 

And many Flowers beiide ; 
Both of a fresh and fragrant kinne 

To honour Whitaontide. 

Green Rushes then, and sweetest Benta, 

With cooler Oken boughs ; 
Come in for comely ornaments. 
To re-adorn the house. 
Thus times do shift ; each thing his turna do'i 

hold; 
Netc Ihingi fucoeed, os/ormrr thvngt grwo rJA. 
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Tub Ceremonies fob CANDLEMAsaB day 

Hindis tbe Clirietmas Brand and then 
Till Suime-set, let it burne ; 

Which quenclit, then Iny it up agea, 
Till Christmag neit returne. 

Part must be kept wherewith to teend 
The ChriBtmas Log next yeare ; 

And where 'tia safely kept, the Fiend, 
Can do no miscliiefe (there.) 



Cpok Candlehasbe d 



To BUNCHA, TO BLESSB BIM 

Wo'd I wooe, and wo'd 1 winne, 
Wo'd I well my worke begin? 
Wo'd I evermore he crowii'd 
With the end that I propound P 
Wo'd I fruatrate, or prevent 
All Aspects malevolent? 
Thwart all Wizzards, and with these 
Dead or black contingencies : 
Place my words, and all worke else 
In most happy FaraUeb? 
All will proBper, if so be 
1 be kiet, or blest by thee. 



Julia's Chuhchins, oi 

Put on thy Holy Fillitings, and so 
To th' Temple wiftitti6%o\«r Midwife go. 
Attended thus (m a Hioai- wjVe.-oHi-s'isA 
By thoae who ear've ft»e C^WiAiti 
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HSnm first thiue incense ; next, wheaaa thou eee'st J 
The candid Stole thrown ore the Pious Priest ; 
With reverend Curtsies come, and to tim bring 
Thy free (and not decurted) offering-. 
All Rites well ended, with faire Auspice come 
(Ab to the breakiug of a Bride-Cake) home : 
^Vliere ceremonious Hymen shall for thee 
Provide a second Epithalamie. 
She who keeps chaitly lo her hut&ands side 
I* nol/OT one, but everg night liia Bride: 
And dealing still with love, andfeare to Bed, 
Brings him not one, but many a Maiden-head. 



To Hia Book 

Before the Press scarce one co'd see 
A littJe-peeping-part of thee: 
But since th' art Printed, thou dost call 
To shew thy nakedness to all. 
My care for thee is aoir the less, 
(Having resign' d thy shamefac'tnesa ;) 
Go with thy Faults and Pates ; yet stay 
And take this sentence, then away ; 
Whom one belov'd will not suffice, 
She'l runne to all adulteries. 



* Go 

^V Tbares J 

^^^URBS moit prevaile ; with teares too thou mayit I 

Itocka to relent, and coyest maids to love. 



dearest friends immortall Foes. 
For which prevention (Sociate) let there be 
Betwixt us two no more I.ogomachie. 
Farre better 'twere for eithet to\i6m\i\«, 
i^ea for to murder friendship, V>^ 4\»^"aX*. 



J 
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To A Friend { 

Looks in my Book^ and herein see, 
life endlesse sign'd to thee and me. 
We o're the tomhes^ and Fates shall flye ; 
While other generations dye. 

Upon M. William Lawes^ tHS rare Musitian 

Sho'd I not put on Blacks^ when each one here 
Comes with his Cypresse^ and devotes a teare? 
Sho'd I not erieye (my Lawos) when every Lute^ 
Violl^ and Voice^ is (hv thy losse) struck mute ? 
Thy loss^ hrave man f whose Numbers have been 

hurl'd, 
And no less prais'd^ then spread throughout the 

world. 
Some have Thee call'd Amphion ; some of us^ 
Nam'd thee Terpander^ or sweet Orpheus : 
Some this^ some that^ but all in this agree^ 
Musique had both her birth and death with Thee. 



A Song upon Silvia 

From me my Silvia ranne awav^ 
And running therewithal!^ 

A Primrose Banke did cross her way^ 
And gave my Love a £bJL 

But trust me now^ I dare not say^ 
What I by chance did see ; 

But such the Drap'ry did betray 
That fully ravisht me. 



The Hony-Combb 

If thou liaBt ioun^ Mi\iattvftrwsns\*^^ 
Bate thou not aV\,>iu\. XaaX^ wa. wtaa' 
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For if thou eat'st it to excess ; 
That sweetness turnes to Loathsomness. 
Taste it to Temper ; then 'twill be 
Marrow^ and Manna unto thee. 



Upon Ben. Johnson 

Hire lyes Johnson with the rest 
Of the Foots ; but the Best 
Reader^ wo'dst thou more have known ? 
Aske his Story^ not this Stone. 
That will speake what this can't tell 
Of his glory. SofarewelL 



Am Ode for him 

Ah Ben ! 
Say how^ or when 
Shall we thy Guests 
Meet at those Lyrick Feasts^ 

Made at the Sun^ 
The Dog, the triple Tunne? 
Where we such clusters had^ 
As made us nobly wild^ not mad ; 
And vet each Verse of thine 
Out-did the meate^ out-did the frolick wine. 

My Ben! 
Or come agen : 
Or send to us^ 
Thy wit's great over-plus ; 

But t^h us yet 
Wisely to husband it ; 
Lest we that Tallent spend : 
And having once brought to an end 
That precious stock ; \3i« i^t^ 
Of such a wit the world «kiO*d\i»N^Tic^Tcist^< 






Upon a Vikqin 

Spend Hannless shade, thy nightly Houres, 

Selecting here, both Herbs, and Flowers ; 

Of which make Grarlands here, and there. 

To dresB thy silent Eepnlchre. 

Nor do thou feare the vant of these, 

In everlasting Properties. 

Since we fresh strewing^ will bring hither, 

Farre faster then the first can wither. 

A REQURST TO THB GbACEB 

iNDEB my words, if so that any bo 

sown giulty hera of incivility : 
Let what is graceless, discompos'd, and rude. 
With sweetness, smoothnesa, softness, be endn'd. 
Teach it to blush, to curtsie, lisp, and shew 
Demure, but yet, fuU of temptation too. 
Numbers ne'r tickle, or but lightly please, 
Uttleiie they have some wanton carriages. 
This if ye do, each Piece will here be good, 
And graceful! made, by your nente Sisterhood. 

tUpON HlMSELFB 
I LATELv fri'd, but now behold 
I freeze as last, and shake for cold. 
Atid in good faith I'd thought it strange 
T'ave found in me this sudden change ; 
But that I understood by dreaines, 
Tfaeee only were but Loves eztresmes ; 
Who fires with hope the Lorers heart, 
Aud starves with cold the self-same part. 

To M. Kbllau 
What ! can my Kellam drink his Sack 
In Goblets to the brim, 
d seebiaRoV\nttMntV\fctV, 
^t send no ftoM.\ea \.o\am.t 
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For love or pitie to hiij Mue 
(That she may flow in ' 
ContemDe to recommead a 
But seud to her s. Tear 



Haffiiibbse to 



First, ma^ the hand of bouatf brings 

Into the daily offering 

Of full provigtoD ; such a store, 

Till that the Cooke cries. Brine do more. 

Upon your hogKheads never faff 

A drought of wine, ale, beere (at all ;) 

But, like full clouds, may they from thence 

Diffuse their mighty influence. 

Next, let the Lord, and Ladie here 

Enjoy B Christning yeare by yeare ; 

And this good blessing' back thein still, 

Tave Boyea, and Gyrlea too, as they will. 

Then from the porch may many a Bride 

tlnto the Holy Temple ride ; 

And thence return, (short prayers seyd) 

A wife most richly married, 

last, may the Bride and Bridegruome be 

Untoucht by cold sterility; 

But in their springing blood so play. 

As that in Lusters fev they may. 

By laughing too, and lying downe. 

People a City or a Towne. 



Rest Ri^ubshes 



^^Hb by the good a while ; a resting field 
^^VPlU, after eaae, a richer harvest yield : 

Tt^ea this year beare ; next, they their wealth 

withhold : 
ContinuaU reaping makeg a land a 
^^H ' Taorce, a caait ot VI gaUc 
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1 



Bind me but to thee with thine haire. 

And quickly I sliall be 
Made by that fett«r or tbat snare 

A bondman unto thee. 

Or if thou tak'st tbat bond awej'. 

Then bore me through the eare ; 

And by the Law I ought to stay 
For ever with thee here. 



Fahdon my tre^tpasse (Silvia,) I confesEe, 
My kiase out^went the hounds of shamfostn. 
None is discreet at all times ; no, not Jove ' 
Binuelfe, at one time, can be wise and Love. 



Fairb bhgwbb dbceh 

Smooth was the Sea, and seem'd to call i 
To prettie ^ries to play withall: I 

Who padling- there, the Sea soone frown'd,' 
And on a sudden both were drown'd. 
What credit can we give to seas, 
IPho, kissing, kill such Saints ai " 



Hb wieh 

Fat be my Hinde ; unlearned be my «if«j 
Peacefull my niKht; my day devoid of at 
To these a comS^ oS-Honn^\ &eaie. 
Singing about m^ eveiW'u'n^t'n 



I 
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How fierce was I, when I did see 
My Julia wash her self in tbee l 
So Lillies thorough Christall look : 
So purest pebbles ia the brook : 
As in the River Julia did, 
Halfe with a Lawne of water hid. 
Into thy Gtreames laj felf 1 threw. 
And strugling there, 1 kist thee too ; 
And more had done (it is confeet) 
Had not thy waves forbad the rest 



Frankincense the Deities require, 
^ We mull not give ail Co the hallowed fire. 

Such be our gifts, and such be our expence, 

I As for ourselves to leave some frankituence. ■ 

I UlMN Ci;piD H 

r LoTE, like a Beggar, came to me ^ 

With Hose and Doublet toroe : T 

His Shirt bedangling from his knee, I 

With Hat and Shooes out-wome. 

He askt nn almes ; I gave him bread. 
And meat too, for his need : 

kOf which, when he had full; fed. 
He wished me all Good speed. 
Away he went, hut as he turn'd 
(In faith I know not how) 
He tOQCht me bo, as t\t&l. V WTa\,S\, 
And am tormented now. 
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Love's silent flamei, and fires obscure 
Then crept into my heart; 

And though I saw ao Bow, I 'm sure 
His finger was the dart. 



AnHvi 






I wtu. confesee 

With Cheerfulnesse, 
Love is a thing so likea me. 

That let her lay 

On me all day, 
lie kiss the hand that strikes ma, 

I will not, I 

Now blubb'ring, cry. 
It (Ah !) too late repents me. 

That I did fall 

To love at aU, 
Since lore so much contents me. 

I No, no. He be 

In fetters trae : 
While others they sit wringing 

Their hands for paine ; 

lie enter taine 
The wounds of love with singing. 

With Flowers and Wine, 

And Cakes Divine, 
To strike me I will tempt thee : 

Which done ; no more 

lie come before 
Thee and thine Altars emptie. 



Mr. Crari.bs Cotton. 



Fob brave comport-wi*'"'^. 

Words fully lowins, ')«>'>■ oiviAvi«n.«f.- 
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n art that man of men, the man alone. 
Worthy the Publique Admiration ; 
IVho with thine owne eyes read'st what we doe 

And giv'st our Numbers Euphonie, and weight. 
Tel'st when a Verse sprioga high, how under- 

To be, or not borne of the Royall-blood. 
^Vliat State above, what Symmetric below, 
lines have, or sho'd have, thou the best canst 

For which (my Charles) it is my pride to be, 
Not £0 much knowne, as to be lov'd of tbee. 
Long may I lire so, and my wreath of Bayes, 
^Ba lease aaothere Laurel!, then tliy praise. 



WoMEt, 






^■Uth 



Wbat need we marry Women, 
Without their use we may have 
And such as will in short time be. 
For murder fit, or mutinie ; 
Ab Cadmus once a new way found, 
By throwine teeth into the ground ; 
(Irom which poore seed, and rudely 
Spniog up a War-like Nation. 
So let us Yron, Silver, Gold, 
Brasse, Leade, or Tinne, throw into 
And we shall see in little space 
Rise up of men, a fighting race. 
Uthts can be, say then, what need 
we of Women or their aeed ? 









LovB is a Birrup ; and who er'e we see 
Sick and surcharg'd with this sacietie ; 
Shall by this pleasing tres^3£t!e i^utckl^ ^rave, 
"" ■ loathtomntate e'en in Ihe suieel* oj toc«. 



» 
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Love ia a Leven, and a loving' kisse 
The Leven of b loving soeet-heart la. 



Weepe for the dead, for they have lost this light 
And weeps for me, lost in an endles»e night. 
Or mouroe, or make a Marble Verse for me, 
TVlio writ for many, BenedicUe. 



Lost to the world ; lost to my selfe ; alone 
Here now 1 rest onder this Marble stone : 
In depth of silence, heard, and seene of none. 

To M. LeONABD WlLLAN HIS PECULIAR PSIBND 

I wiu. be short, and having quickly hurl'd 
This line about, live Thou throughout the world 
^1)0 art a man, for all Sceanes ; unto whom 
(VVhat's hard to others) nothing's troublesome. 
Can'st write the Comick, Tragick straine, and fi 
From these to penne the pleasing Fastorall : 
Who fli'st at ^1 heights : Prose and Verse tui 

through ; 
Find'st here a fault, and mend'st the trespasse t 
For which I might extoll thee, but speake Icbm, 
Because thy selfe art commitiK to the Presse : 
And then sho'd 1 in praising thee be slow. 
Posterity will pay thee what 1 owe. 



Teu. me young man, or 4\4'Cnfe^\««a^n 
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That none hereafter eho'd be tbouglit, or be 

A Poet, or a Poet-lika but Thee ? 

\Vliat was thy Birth, thy etarre that makes thea 

At twice tea yeares, a prime and publike one? 
Tell na thy Nation, kindred, or the whence 
Thou had at, and hast thy ini§;hty influence. 
That makes thee lo/d, and of the men desir'd. 
And no lease prais'd, then of the maides admir'i: 
Put on thy Laurell then ; and in that trimme 
Be thou Apollo, or the type of him : 
Or let the Unshorne God lend thee his Lyre, 
And neKt to him, be Master of the Quire. 



^Kee, 



To JUtlA 



I, Julia, first, to sanctilie thy hands : 
Doe that, my Julia which the rites require, 
Theu boldly give thine incense to the fire. 



Hangohb you are, and Proper you will be 

Despight of all your infortunitie : 

Ijve long and lovely, but yet grow no lesse 

la that your owne prefixed comelioosse : 

Spend on that stock : and when your life must fall. 

Leave others Beauty, to set up withall. 

To BIB BOOKF. 

If hap it must] that 1 must see thee lye 
Abayrtus-like, all tome confusedly : 
Witn Bolemne tears, and with much grief of heart, 
He recollect thee (weepios) part by part ; 
An d having washt thee, cLoae th«e la a, cheat 
^MjA «ptce ; that done , Ue \etn« "Cafee \» ^i t«»- 

K 1 
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To THE KING 
Upon hib welcome to Hamptok-Codkt. 

Set AND SuNQ 

Welcome, Great Cesar, welcome now you arCj 
Ab dearest Peace, after destructive Warre : 
Welcome as slumbers ; or as beds of ease 
After our long, and peevish sickBesses. 
O Pompe of Glory ! Welcome now, and com. 
To re-poBsess once more your long'd-for homg. 
A thousand Altars smoake ; a thousand thtgU 
Of Beeves here ready stand for Sacrifice, 
Enter and prosper ; while our eyes doe woite 
For an Ascendent throughly Auspicate : 
Under which sigrte we may the former stone 
Lay of our safeties new fuundation : 
That done J O Cesar ! live, and be to us. 
Our Fat«, our Fortune, and our Genins ; 
To whose free knees we may our temples tye 
As to a still protecting Deitie ; 
That sho'd you stirre, we and our Altars too 
May (Great Augustus) goe along with Yol: 
Chor. Long live the King; and to acco 

this, 
We'l from our owne, adde far more years to ll 



BE MOST LgARHED, ANIt 

Henrv, Marqoesse 0) 
dorch£steb 

And as time past when Cato the Severe 
Entred the circum -spacious Theater ; 
In reverence of bis person, every one 
Stood as he had been tum'd from flesh to stoi 
jE'ae ao my numbcra w'i\ aa'wmv&.x.te 
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To Hie MvsB, 

Tkll that Brave Mao, fain tbou vo'dst have ai 
To kUa hia hands, but that for fearfulliiess ; 
Or else because th' art like a modest Bride, 
Ready to blush to death, sho'd he but chide. 



^f HEN Erst I find those Numbers tbou do'st write. 
To be most soft, terce, eweet, aud perpolite: 
Neit, when I see Thee towring in tlie skie. 
In an expansion no less large, then high ; 
TheD, in that compass, sayling here and there. 
And with Circumgyration every where ; 
Following nith love aiid active beats thy game. 
And then at last to truss the Epigram ; 
I must confess, distiurtion none 1 see 
Between Domitian'a Martial! then, and Thee. 
But this 1 know, should Jupiter agen 
Descend from heaven, to re-converse with men ; 
The Romaite Language full, and superfine. 
If Jove we'd fipeake, he we'd accept of tbine. 



Upon his Spaniell Tracib 



e shall my love doe, give thy sad death o 
■ itdes. 



\ that d 



The Dell'or 



Now thou art dead, no eye shall e 

I For shape and service. Spaniel! like to thee. 
: 



Dbowkino, drowning, I eepie 
Coming from my Julia's eye : 
"Tig some solace in uut nnM\,, 
To have friends to Xieate a ^art.*. 
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I have none ; but must be sure 
Th' inundation to endure. 
Shall not times hereafter tell 
This for no meane miracle ; 
When the waters hj their fall 
Threatu'd ruiite unto all? 
Yet the deluge here was known. 
Of a world to drowne but One. 

CKUTOBEa 

Thol' seest me Lucia this year droope. 

Three Zodiaks fill'd more I shall etoope 

Let Crutches then provided he 

To shore up my debilitie. 

Then while thou laugh'st ; lie, sighing, 

A Ruiiie underpropt am 1 : 

Don will I then my Beadsmans gown. 

And when so feeble I am grown. 

Ah my weake shoulders cannot beare 

The burden of a Grashopper ; 

Yet with the bench of ngid sires. 

When 1 and they keep tearmly fires ; 

With my weake voice 1 'le sing, or say 

Some Odes I made of Lucia : 

Then will I heave my wither'd hand 

To Jove the Mighty, for to stand 

Tliy faithfull friend, and to poure dotnx 

Upon thee many a Benizon. 

To JUUA 

Holy waters hither bring 
For the sacred sprinfcliug : 

Let us to the Altar go. 
And (ere we our rites commence) 
Was^ our Viands in Innocence. 
Then 1 ' le ^te iVe l^K?. ^wix-n 
Thou Ihe t^ueeu. of ~ 
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To Perennj 



I A Dirge will pea for thee ; 
Thou a Trenlall make for me ; 
That the Monks and Fryers together. 
Here miiy sing the rest of either : 
Next, I 'm sure, the Nuns will have 
Candlemas to grace the Grave- 



To BI9 Sister in Law, M. Suunha Heriuok 

The Person crowns the Place; your lot doth fall 
Last, yet to be with These a Principal!. 
Howere it fortuned ; know for Truth, I meant 
You a fore-leader in this Testament 



Upon the Lady Crew 

This Stone cau tell the storie of my life. 
What was my Birth, to whom I was a Wife : 
In teemtng years, how soon my Sun was set, 
Where dow I rest, these may be known by Jet 
For other things, my many Children be 
"" beat and truest Chronicles of me. 



P5 



O.v TouAEiN Parsons 



Grow up in Beauty, as thou do'st begin. 
And be of all admired, Tomasin. 



CERfmoNV UPON Candlemas Eve 

Down with the Rosemary, and so 
Down with the Baiei & misletoe : 
Down with the Holly, Ivie, all, 
Wfterewith ye dresl Oift CVristei'ea'ft'Sk"- 



That BO tlie superstitious li 
No one least Branch there left behind : 
For look, how many leaves there bo 
Neglected there (muds trust to me) 
So many Goblins you shall see. 



To HIE KlNSUAN] M. Thu T tlEBHICK, ' 



Wklcohg to this my Colledge, and though late 
Th'ast got a place here (standing candidate) 
It matters not, since thou art chosen oae 
Here of my great and good foundation. 



A BucoLiCK BETWIXT Two : Lacon and TnyBsn 

Laeon. For a kiss or two, confesse. 

What doth cause this pensiveness. 
Thou most lovely Neat-heardesse ? 
Why so lonely on the hill? 
Why thy pipe by thee so still. 
That erewhile was heard so shrill? 
Tell me, do thy kine now fail 
To fulfill the milkin-paile ? 
Say, what is't that thou do'st aile? 

r. None of these ; but out, alas 1 
A mischance is come to pass. 
And I 'le tell thee what it was : 
See mine eyes are weeping ripe. 

Lacon. Tell, and I 'le lay down my Pipe. 

Thyr. 1 have lost my lovely steere, 

LThat to me was far more deer 
Then these kine, which I milke here. 
Broad of fore-tMd, large of eye, 
Party-coloui 4 ViVe a Y* -, 
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Clear of hoof^ and clear of horn ; 

Sharply pointed as a thorn : 

With a neck by yoke unworn. 

From the which hung down by strings^ 

Balls of Cowslips^ Daisie rings^ 

Enterplac't with ribbanings. 

Faultless every way for shape ; 

Not a straw co'd him escape ; 

Ever gamesome as an ape C 

But yet harmless as a sheep. 

(Pardon^ Lacon if I weep) 

Tears wiU spring, where woes are deep. 

Now (ai me !) (ai me !) Last night 

Came a mad dog^ and did bite^ 

I, and kil'd my dear delight. 

m. Alack^ for grief 1 

/r. But I 'le be brief. 

Hence I must^ for time doth call 
Me^ and my sad Play-mates all^ 
To his Evening Funerall. 
Live long^ Lacon^ so adew ! 

m, Moumfull maid^ farewell to you ; 
Earth afford ye flowers to strew. 

Upon Sapho 

Look upon Sapho's lip^ and you will swear^ 
There is a love-like leven rising there. 

A Bachanalian Versb 

1. Drinkb up 

Your Cup, 
But not spill Wine ; 
For if you 
Do, 
Tifl an ill Bigne *, 
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2. That we 

Foresee^ 
You are doy'd here^ 
If 80. no 
Hoe> 
But avoid here. 



To BlANCHA 

Ah Biancha ! now I see^ 
It is Noone and past with me ; 
In a while it will strike one ; 
Then^ Biancha, I am gone. 
Some effusions let me have, 
Offer'd on my holy Grave ; 
Then, Biancha, let me rest 
With my face towards the East. 



To THE HANDSOME MlSTBBSSE GrACE PoTTER 

As is your name, so is your comely &ce, 
Toucht evervwhere with such diffused grace. 
As that in all that admirable round. 
There is not one least solecisme found ; 
And as that part, so every portion else, 
Keepes line for line witibi Beauties Parallels. 



Anaobbontiex 

I MUST 

Not trust 
Here to any ; 
Bereav'd, 
Deceiv'd, 
By so TCAa^ \ 
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By my losses ; 

Comply 

WiUI 
With my crosses. 

Yet still 

IwUl 
Not be grieving ; 

Since thence 

And hence 
Comes relieving. 

But this 

Sweet is 
In our mourning ; 

Times bad 

And sad 
Are a turning : 

And he 

Whom we 
See dejected ; 

Next day 

Wee may 
See erected. 

Anacreontick Versb. 

Brisk methinks I am^ and fine^ 
When I drinke my capring wine : 
Then to love I do enciine^ 
When I drinke my wanton wine : 
And I wish all maidens mine^ 
When I drinke my sprightly wine : 
Well I sup, and well I dine, 
When I drinke my frolick wine : 
But I languish, lowre, and Pine, 
When I want my fragrant wine. 

PAR0ELL-Oa«'T-P0ETRT 

IT '• Strive to be the best ; the GodA, ^^ knsvii VC^ 
UMn MDd men, hate an indiS^TODX^Qi^ 
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Upon Love, bt way of question and a* 

I BRINS ye Love. Qaeal. Wbat will love do? 

Ans. Like, and dislike ye : 
1 bring ye love : Qaeil. WTiat will Love do? 

Ajtf. Stroake ye to strike ye. 
I bring ye love : Qaett. What will Love do? 

Ana. Love will be-foole ye ; 
I bring ye love : Quett. What will love do ? 

Atis. Heate ye to coole ye : 
I bring ye love : Quegt, What will love do ? 

Ans. Love gifts will Gecd ye : 
1 bring ye love : ^teit. What will love do 

Ans. Slock ye to spend ye : 
I bring ye love ; Qutit. What will love do, 

Ans. Love will fulfill ye : 
I bring ye love : QuesL What will love do ? 

Am. Kisse ye, to kill ye. 

\ To TKE Lord Hdptun, on bis fiqht in CoBNwi 

Go on, brave Hopton, to effectuate that 
Which wee, and times to come, shall wonder 
Lift up thy Sword ; next, suffer it to fall. 
And by that One blow set an end to all. 

HiB GakNOB 

How well contented in this private Grange 
Spend I my life (that's subject unto change. 
Under whose Roofe with Mosse-worke wroi 

Kiise my Brown wife and black Posterity, 

LePBOSIII in B0UBB9 

Wbhn to a House I come, and see 
The GeniuH wastefull, more then free : 
The servants tWTiOo\e=ia6,'je\.\ii eat. 
With \;Lw\ess6\i«rt\i'0ttftftwnatAVQKaijt- 
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The Sonnes to suck the milke of Kine^ 

More than the teats of Discipline : 

The Daughters wild and loose in dresse ; 

Their cheekes unstain'd with shamefac'tnesse : 

The Hushand drunke, the Wife to be 

A Baud to incivility : 

I must confesse^ I there descrie, 

A House spread through with Leprosie. 



Anthea's Retractation 

Anthea laught, and fearing lest excesse 
Might stretch the cords of civill comelinesse : 
She with a dainty blush rebuk't her face ; 
And cal'd each line back to his rule and space. 



Leprosie in Cloathes 

When flowing garments I behold 

Enspir'd with Purple^ Pearle^ and Gold ; 

I think no other but I see 

In them a glorious leprosie. 

That do's infect, and make the rent 

More mortall in the vestiment. 

Asflowrie vestures doe descrie 

The wearers' rich immodestie ; 

So plaine and simple cloathes doe show 

Where vertue walkes, not those that flow. 



His Answer to a friend 

You aske me what I doe, and how I live ? 
And (Noble friend) this answer I must give : 
Drooping, I draw on to the vawlta qC dft^^^ 
Or'e which you'l walk, w^^ii \ wci\^\^\wsQR»i^' 

T 
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ThB BliQQGR 

Shall 1 a daily Begger be. 

For love's Bake asking &lmes of thee? 

Still shall 1 crave, and never get 

A hope of my defiired bit? 

Ah cruell maidea ! lie goe my way. 

Whereas (pi ' 

Finde out a 

That may far m 

Where thrice " 

Cold comfort still 1 'm s 



Or (discompos'd) I'm like a rude. 
And all-confused multitude ; 
Out of my comely manners norne ; 
And as in meanes, in iniude al! 101*06. 



The Vision 

Me thought I saw (as 1 did dreame in bed) 
A crawling Vine about Anacreon's head : 
Fluaht was his face ; his hairee with oyle did shinftfl 
And as he spake, his mouth ranne ore willi ' 
Tipled he was; and tipling lispt withall ; 
And lisping reeld, and reeling like to fall. 
A young Encbantresse close by him did stand 
Tapping his plump thighes with a mirtle wand : 
SLeemil'd; hekist; and kissing, cull'd* her toafj 
And being cup-shot, more he co'd not doe. 
For which (me thought) in prittie anger she 
Suatcht off his Crown, and gave the wreath to n 
Since when (me thinks) my braines about doe si 
And I am wilde vai Kaoton like to him. 



HESPERIDES 291 



A Vow TO Venus 



Happily I had a sight 
Of my dearest deare last night ; 
Make her this day smile on me^ 
And He Roses give to thee. 



On his Bookb 

Ths bound (almost) now of my book I see^ 
But yet no end of those therein or me : 
Here we begin new life ; while thousands quite 
Are Ipst^ and theirs^ in everlasting night. 



A Sonnet of Perilla 

Then did I live when I did see 
Perilla smile on none but me. 
But (ah !) by starres malignant crost. 
The life I got I quickly lost : 
But yet a way there doth remaine^ 
For me emb^m'd to live againe ; 
And that 's to love me ; in which state 
He live as one Regenerate. 



PosTiNO TO Painting 

Let others to the Printing Presse run fast. 
Since after death comes glory. He not haste. 



COMFOBT to a youth THAT HAD liOST HIS LoVE 

What needs complaints. 
When she a place 
Has with the race 
Of SiuntB> 
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In eadlesse mirth, 
She thinks not on 
VVhat's said or done 

In earth : 
She sees no teares. 
Or an7 tone 
Of thy deep grona 

She lieares; 
Nor do'g she minde. 
Or think on 't now. 
That ever thou 

Wast Idiid. 
But chang'd above. 
She likes not there, 
Ah she did here, 

Thy Love, 
Forbeare therefore. 
And lull asleepe 
Thy woes, and weep 

No more. 



A partly play 'I 
staff's day ; ^ 



TWELTH D 

Partly worke and p 

Ye rauEt on S. Distaff's i. _ 

From the Plough soone free yot3 __ 

Then come home and fother them. 

If the Maides a-spinning goe, 

Burne the flax, and fire the tow ; 

Scorch their pluckets,' but beware 

That ye singe no maiden-haire. 

Bring- in pailes of water then. 

Let the Maides bewash the men. 

Give S. Distaffe all the right, 

Tlien bid Chriatmaa sport good night ; 

And next morrow, every one 

To his owne voca'inTv. 
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Hist 



I IBRD, I send here mj supremest kiss 

T<» thee, my Biiver-foote^ Thamasls. 

No more shall I reiterate thy Strand, 

WhereoQ bo many Stately Structures stand ; 

Nor in thn summers sweeter evenings go. 

To bath in thee (as thousand others doe,) 

No more shall 1 along thy christall glide. 

In Barge (with boughes and rushes beautiti'd) 

With soft-smooth Virgius (for our chast disport) 

To Richmond, KiagstoDe, aud to Hampton-Court ; 

Never againe shall I with Finnie-Ore 

Put from, or draw unto the faithfull shore ; 

And Landing here, or safelv landing there. 

Make way to my Beloved Westminster: 

Or to the Golden-cheap- side, where the earth 

Of Julia Herrick gave to me my Birth. 

May all clean Nimphs and curious water Dames, 

With Swan-like-state, flote up & down thy streaiDB 

No drought upon thy wanton waters feil 

To make them Leane, and languishing at all. 

No ruffling winds come hither to diacease 

Thy pure, and Silver-wristed Naides. 

Keep up your state, ye streams ; and as ye spring, 

Never make sick your Banks by surfeiting. 

Grow young with Tydes, and though I see ye nevei 

Receive this vow, so fare-ye-well for ever. 



TwELPB itiaHi, OR Kino and Qogene 

Now, now the mirth comes 

With the cake full of plums, 
Where Beaae's the King of the sport here , 

Beside we must know. 

The Pea also 
Mu»t revell, as Qtieene. in tVe Cowi\.Vwe. 
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Begin then to chuae, 

(This ni^ht as ye use) 
Who shall for the present delight here. 

Be a King by the lot. 

And who shall not 
Be Twelfe-day Queene for the night here.,] 

Which knowue, let ub make 

Joy-sops with the cake ; 
And let not a man then be seen here, 

Whn unurg'd will not drinke 

To the bnse from the brink 
A health to the King and the Qut 

NeJit crowne the bowie full | 

With gentle lamb's wooll ; 
Adde sugar, nutmeg, and gingei 

With Htore of ale loo ; 

And thus ye must doe 
To make the wassaile a swinger. , 

Give then to the King 

And Queene wasB^ing : 
And though with ale ye be whet here ; 

Yet part ye from hence. 

As free from offence, 
Ab when ye innocent met here. 



Give me a man that is D 
\VTien all the world with rifta U 
But unatnuz'd daces clearely sing, 
WhenaB the root's a-tottering : 
And, ttioug\i vt ?;Oia, WlV^:«l»w«ill. 
Tickling tlie Cittetuft -mSaV- — **■ 
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His Hopb ob sheat-Anchor 

Among these Tempests great and manifold 
My Sliip has here one only Anchor-hold ; 
Tnat is my hope ; which if that slip, I 'm one 
Wildred in this vast watry Region. 



Comfort in Calamity 

'Tis no discomfort in the world to fall. 

When the great Crack not Crushes one, but all. 



Twilight, 

ax Twi-light is no other thing (we say) 

ben Night now gone, and yet not sprung the Day. 



The Tinkers' Song 

Along, come along, 
Let's meet in a throng 

Here of Tinkers ; 
And quaffe up a Bowie 
As biff as a Cowle 

To Beer Drinkers. 
The pole of the Hop 
Place in the Ale-shop 

To BetJiwack us ; 
If ever we think 
So much as to drink 

Unto Bacchus. 
Who frolick will be. 
For little cost he 

Must not vary. 
From Beer-broth at all^ 
So much as to call 

For Canary. 
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His Comfort 

Thb only comfort of my life 

Is^ that I never yet had wife ; 

Nor will hereafter ; since I know 

Who Weds, ore-buyes his weal with woe. 



Sincerity 

Wash clean the Vessell^ lest ye soure 
Whatever Liquor in ye powre. 



To Anthea 

Sick is Anthea, sickly is the spring. 

The Primrose sick, and sickly every thing : 

The while my deer Anthea do's but droop, 

The Tulips, LiUies, Da£fadills do stoop ; 

But when again sh'as got her healthfull houre, 

Each bending then, will rise a proper flower. 



Nor buying or selling 

Now, if you love me, tell me. 
For as I will not sell ye, 
So not one crosd^ to buy thee 
lie give, if thou deny me. 



To HIS PECULIAR FRIEND M. Joi WlOKS 

Singe shed or Cottage I have none, 
I sing the more, that thou hast one ; 
To whose glad threshold, and free door 
may a Poet cotcv^, IYvc^u^Il ^oor ; 
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i eat with thee a savory bit, 

FayiiiR but common thanka for it. 

Vet sbo'd 1 chance, (my Wicks) to see 

An over-leven-Iooke in thee. 

To Boure tlie Bread, and turn the Beer 

To an exalted vineger ; 

Or eho'dst thou ■pTize me as a Dish 

Of thrice-boyl'd-wortB, or third daye'a fi 

I 'de rather hungry go and come. 

Then to thy house be Biirdensome ; 

Yet, in my depth of erief, I'de be 

One that stio'd drop hia Beads for thee. 

^ ApTBlt AuTL'IUNE, WlNTHlH 



To Sin GnoRAB Parbib, Doctor of the L'lvii, 

SAVE my Laurel Chaplet on my head, 
f 'moDgst these many Numbers to be read, 
Int one by you be hug'd and cherished. 

'miie my Measures thoroughly, and where 
Tour judgement finds a guUty Poem, there 
le you a Judge ; but not a Judge severe. 



!li« mesne pa«ee by, or over, u 

rhe good applaud : the peccant lesse coiidemiie, 

lince Absolution you can give to them. 

hand forth Brave Man, here to the publique sight ; 

Kmy Booke now claim a two-fold right : 
:rrr: . 
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TniB He tell ye by the way. 
Maidens when ye Leavens lay, 
Croiee your Dow, and your dispatch. 
Will be better for your Batch. 



In the morning when ye rise. 

Wash your hands and cleanse your eyel. ' 

Next be sure ye have a care, 

To disperse the water farre. 

For as farre as that doth light, 

So farre keepes the evill Spright. 



If ye feare to be affrighted 
When ye are {by chance) benighted : 
In your Pocket for a trust, 
Carrie nothing but a Crust : 
For that holy piece of Bread 
Cbarmes the danger, and the dread. 



My dearest Love, since thou wilt go. 
And leave me here behind thee ; 
For love or pitie let me know 

The place where 1 may find thee. 
Amaril. In country Meadowes peftrl'd with Dmj 
And set about with Lilliea ; 
There filling Maunda ' with Cowslips, f 
Mfc^ ttti-jTiMt A.mariIHa. 
1 BsaVeta, 
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, What liave the Meadea to do with thee. 
Or with thj youthfiill houres? 
70 thou at Court, where thou maj'st be 
The Queen of men, not flowers. 

Let Country wenchea make 'em fine 
With Poeaies, aince 'Us fltter 

For thee with richest Jemines to shine. 
And like the Starres to glitter. 

[maril. You set too high a rate upon 

A Shepheardess so homely ; 
Ber. Believe it (dearest) ther 's not oue 

I'th' Court that's haife so comly. 



\ 
I 



I prithee stay, (Am. ) I must away ; 

Let 's kiss first, then we 'I sever. 
And though ire bid adieu to day, 

Wee shall not part for ever. 



Help me, Julia, for to pray, 
Mattens siog, or Mattens say : 
This I know, the Fiend will fly 
Far away, if thou beest hv. 
Bring the Holy-water hither; 
l.et uE waeh, and pray together : 
When our Beads are thus united, 
Then the Foe will Sy affrighted. 



ItosKi), you can never die, 
Since the place wherein ye lye, 
Heat aud moisture mixt are act. 
As to make ve ever ecit'H. 



I 



HERRICK'S PbiiMS 



Wbbn to thy Porch 1 cunie, and (raviaht) n 
The State of Poets there attending Thee : 
Those Bardea and I, all in a Chorus sing, ^ 
We are Thy Propheta, Porter ; Thou onr K] 

Of Love 

1. Inbtbuct me now, what love will do; 

2. 'Twill make a tonglesH man to wooe. 

1. Inform me next, what love will do ; 

2. 'Twill strangely make a one of two. 

1. Teach me besides, what love wil do ; 

2. 'Twill quickly mar, & make ye too. 

1. Tell me, now last, what love will do ; 

2. 'Twill hurt and heal a heart pierc'd tbron 

I The School or Perl op Pltnev, thb Ml. 

AtL BIMGULAR UANNEB8, MiSTREESE PoBTMAN. 

W&KTHER I was my selfe, or else did see 
Out of my self that Glorious Hierarchie ! 
Or whether those (in orders rare) or these 
Made up One State of Sistie Venuses ; 
Or whether Fairies, Syrens, Nymphes they w 
Or Muses, on their mountaine sitting there ; 
Or some enchanted Place, 1 do not know 
(Or Sharon, where etemall Rosea grow.) 
This I am sure ; I Ravisht stood, as one 
Confus'd in utter Admiration. 
Me thought I saw them stir, and gently move. 
And look as all were capable of Love : 
And in their motion smelt much like to flower 
Enspir'd by th' Sun-heama after dews & shows 
There did I see the Reverend Rectresse stand, 
Wba with ter e'5eB-g,\eMi\, er a glance of liand 
Those spirilsraWA; a.niVi'Ch^StBijxfeWi'j^atl 
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(A happy Realme I When no compulsive Law, 

Or /ear of it, but Love keeps all in auje.) 

Live you, great Mistresse of your Arte, and be 

A nurBing Mother so to Majesty ; 

As those your Ladies may in time be seene, 

For Grrace and Carriage, every one a Queene. 

One Birth their Parents gave them ; but their new. 

And better Being, they receive from You. 

Man's former Birth is grace4esse ; but the state 

Of life comes in, when he's Regenerate, 

To Perenna 

Thou say'st I 'm dull ; if edge-lesse so I be, 
lie whet my lips, and sharpen Love on thee. 

On Himselfb 

Let me not live, if 1 not love. 
Since I as yet did never prove. 
Where Pleasures met : at last, doe find. 
All Pleasures meet in Woman-kind. 

On Love 

That love 'twixt men do's ever longest last 
Where War and Peace the Dice by turns doe cast 

Another on Love 

Love 's of itself too sweet ; the best of all 
Is, when love's hony has a dash of gall. 

On Himself 

A WBABIED Pilgrim, I have wandred here 
Twice five and twenty Tbate m« but one yeer) 
Long I have lasted in this world ; ('tis tnie^ 
But yet those yeers that 1 \i«y^ \W ^"WX. ic^ • 
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Who by his gray Haires^ doth his lusters tell^ 
lives not those yeers^ but he that lives them well 
One man has reatch't his sixty yeers^ but he 
Of all those three-score, has not liv'd halfe three: 
He lives, who lives to virtue : men who cast 
Their ends for Pleasure, do not live, but last. 

To M. LaUBENOB SwETNAHJJf 

Read thou my lines, my Swetnaham, if there be 
A fault, 'tis hid, if it be voic't by thee. 
Thy mouth will make the sourest numbers please; 
How will it drop pure hony, speaking these ? 

His covenant or Pbotestation to Julia 

Why do'st thou wound, & break my heart. 

As if we sho'd for ever part? 

Hast thou not heard an Oath from me. 

After a day, or two, or three, 

I we'd come back and live with thee ? 

Take, if thou do'st distrust that Vowe ; 

This second Protestation now. 

Upon thy cheeke that spangel'd Teare, 

Which sits as Dew of Roses there : 

That Teare shall scarce be dri'd before 

He kisse the Threshold of thy dore. 

Then weepe not, sweet ; but thus much know, 

I 'm halfe returned before I go. 

On Himselfe 

I WILL no longer kiss, 
I can no longer stay ; 
The way of all Flesh is. 
That I must go this day : 
Since longer I can't live. 
My frolick Youths adieu ; 
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t thinke that Tliou m this mf Booke art wont, 
« not plac't here with the tntdst, or first. 
« Fame that sides with these, or goea before 
se, that must live with Thee for evermore. 
,t Fame, and Fames rear'd Pillar, thou shall ae 
e nexb sheet. Brave Man, to follow Thee. 
Q that Columne then, and never fall ; 
Held up bf Fames eternal I Pedestal]. 

To aiB GlRLES WBO WOUU) HAVE QUI SPORTFVU. 



Alas J I can't, for tell me how 
Can 1 be gamesome (^ed now :) 
Besides, ye see me daily grow 
Here, Winter-like, to Frost and Snow. 
And I ere long, my Girles, shall see, 
Ye quake for cold to looke on mp. 



His last oequest to Juua 

1 HAVE been wanton, and too bold I feare. 
To chafe o'remuch the Virgin's cheek or eare: 
Beg for my Pardon, Julia ; Be doth un'nne 
Grace tmlh the Gods, who 't aorryfor hit gitine. 
That done, my Julia, dearest Julia, come. 
And go with me to choose my Buriall roome ; 
My Fates are ended : when thy Herrick dyes, 
Claape thou his Book, then close thou up his Eyes. 



I 



Onb Eare tingles ; some there bt 
That are snarling now at me : 
Be they those that Hom» fell, 
/ wili give them thankfi for it. 
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To HIS GiRLBS 



Wanton Wenches doe not bring 
For my liaires black colouring : 
For my Locks (Girles) let 'em be 
Gray or white^ all 's one to me. 



To HIS Brother Nicolas Herriok 

What others have with cheapnesse seene^ and ease^ 

In Vamisht Maps ; by'th' heipe of Compasses : 

Or reade in Volumes, and those Bookes (with all 

Their large Narrations, Incanonicall) 

Thou hast beheld those seas^ and Countries fiirre ; 

And tel'st to us, what once they were, and are. 

So that with bold truth, thou canst now relate 

This Kingdome's fortune, and that Empire's fate : 

Canst talke to us of Sharon ; where a spring 

Of Roses have an endlesse flourishing. 

Of Sion, Sinai, Nebo, and with them. 

Make knowne to us the new Jerusalem. 

The Mount of Olives ; Calverie. and where 

Is (and hast seene) thy Saviour s Sepulcher. 

So that the man that will but lay his eares. 

As Inapostate, to the thing he heares. 

Shall by his hearing quickly come to see 

The truth of Travaus lesse m bookes then Thee. 



The Voice and Violl 

Rare is the voice itselfe ; but when we sing 
To'th' Lute or Violl, then 'tis ravishing. 



To Cupid 

I HAVE a leaden, VScvwjl «i ^ia&. ^^ ^^\ 

Thou kiVst w\\\i \i€>«\.e, wA\ ^tC«» \^».^^^>idGL^ 
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Let's trie of us who shall the first expire ; 
Or thou hy frosty or I hy quenchlesse fire : 
Extreames arefataU, where they once doe strike, 
And bring to'th' heart destruction both alike. 



The Haoo 



In a dirtie Haire-lace 

She leads on a hrace 
Of hlack-bore-cats to attend her ; 

^Vho scratch at the Moone^ 

And threaten at noone 
Of night from Heaven for to rend her. 

A-huntinff she goes ; 

A crackt home she blowes ; 
A which the hounds fall a-bounding ; 

While th' Moone in her sphere 

Peepes trembling for feare^ 
And night's afraid of the sounding. 



Thb mount of thb Muses 

After thy labour take thine ease^ 
Here with the sweet Pierides. 
But if so be that men will not 
Give thee the Laurell Crowne for lot ; 
Be yet assur'd, thou shalt have one 
Not subject to corruption. 



On Himselfe 

Il'e write no more of Love ; but now repent 
Of all those times that I in it have spent. 
He write no more of life ; but wish 'twaa endod^ 
And tbAt my dust was to tibe eax^^ cotnsbKci\^^« 
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To HIS Books 

GoE thou forth^ my booke^ though kte ; 

Yet be timely fortunate. 

It may chance good-luck may send 

lliee a kinsman^ or a friend^ 

That may harbour thee^ when I, 

With my fates neglected lye. 

If thou know'st not where to dwell^ 

See^ the fier's by : Farewell. 



The end of his works 

Part of the worke remaines ; one part is past 
And here my ship rides having Anchor cast 



To Crownb it 

My wearied Barke^ O let it now be Crown'd ! 
The Haven reacht to which I first was bound. 



On Himselfb 

The worke is done : young men and maidens^ s 

Upon my curies the Mirtle Coronet^ 

\y asht witii sweet ointments ; Thus at last I coi 

To suffer in the Muses' Martyrdome : 

But with this comfort^ if my blood be shed^ 

The Muses will weare blackes^ when I am dead. 
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The pillar of Fame 

Fame's pillar here^ at last^ we set^ 

Out-during Marble^ Brasse^ or Jet^ 

Charm'd and enchanted so^ 

As to withstand the blow^ 

Of overthrow. 

Nor shall the seas. 

Or outrages 

Of storms orebear 

What we up-rear : 

Tho Kingdoms fal. 

This pillar never shall 

Decline or waste at all ; 

But stand for ever by his owne 

Flrme and well-fizt foundation. 

his Book's end this last line he'd have plac't, 
ond his Muse was; but his Life was chast 
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HIS NOBLE NUMBERS : 

OR, 

HIS PIOUS PIECES 

His Confession 

OK how our foule Daves do exceed our faire ; 
id as our bad^ more then our good Works are^ 
''n 80 those lanes^ pen'd by my wanton Wit, 
eble the number of these good I Ve writ, 
lings precious are least numerous : Men are prone 
do ten Bad^ for one Good Action. 

His Prayer for Absolution 

For Those my unbaptized Rhimes^ 
Writ in my wild unnallowed Times ; 
For every sentence, clause, and word. 
That's not inlaid with Thee, (my Lord) 
Forgive me, God, and blot each Line 
Out of my Book, that is not Thine. 
But if, 'monffst all. Thou find'st here one 
Worthy thy Benediction ; 
That One of all the rest, «;^%\!L\i^ 
The Glory of my WotU, mi^^^- 
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To FiNDB God 



Weigh me the Fire ; or canst thou find 
A way to measure out the Wind ; 
Distinguish all those Floods that are 
Mixt in the watrie Theater ; 
And tast thou them as saltlesse there^ 
As in their Channell first they were. 
Tell me the People that do keep 
Within the Kin^domes of the Deep ; 
Or fetch me hacK that Cloud againe^ 
Beshiver'd into seeds of Raine ; 
Tell me the motes^ dust^ sands^ and speares 
Of Com^ when Summer shakes his eares ; 
Shew me that world of Starres^ and whence 
They noiselesse spill their Influence : 
This if thou canst ; then shew me Him 
That rides the glorious Cheruhim. 



What God is 

God is ahove the sphere of our esteem^ 
And is the hest known, not defining him« 



Upon God 

God is not onely said to be 
An £ns^ but Supraentitie 



Mercy and Love 

God hath two wings, which He doth ever more, 
The one is Mercy , bxid \]b& ikAxt is Love : 
Under the first tki© ^muct^ «vct \x\x^\.\ 
And with the last he ^t\W ^vce«N&^^ ^^wh. 
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Gods Anger without Affection 

GrOD when He 's angry here with any one. 

His wrath is free from perturbation ; 

And when we think His looks are sowre and grim^ 

The alteration is in us, not Him. 

God not to be comprehended 

Tis hard to finde God, but to comprehend 
Him, as He is, is labour without end. 

God's part 

Pbatebs and Praises are those spotlesse two 
Lambs, by the Law, which God requires as due. 

Affliction 

^OD n'ere afflicts us more than our desert, 
liough He may seem to over-act His part : 
ometimes He strikes us more tben flesh can beare ; 
(at yet still lesse then Grace can suffer here. 

Three fatall Sisters 

^HBBB fatall Sisters wait upon each sin ; 

*ir8t. Fear and Shame without, then Guilt within. 

Silence 

Suffer thy legs, but not thy tonffue to walk : 
God, the most Wise, is sparing of His talk. 

Mirth 

True mirth reBides not in the «Q»lxK^|,%VicL\ 
The sweetest solace is to act no %m. 
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I 



G0D8 boundlesBe mercy is (to HinfuU man) 

Like to the ever-wealtJiy Ocean : 

Which though it sends forth thousand atreami^ 

Known, or els seen to be the emptier ; 
And though it takes all in, 'tis yet no more 
I Full, uid fild-full, then when fuU-fild before. 



Gon He rejects all Prayers that are sleight. 
And wont their Poi^e ; words ought to have t 
weight. 



t TBS CaAPTBU. I 



( Vem. My God, I 'm wounded by my sin, 

And Bore without, and sick within ; 
[ Ver. ChoT. I come to Thee, in hope to find 

Salve for my body, and my mind. 
I Verte. In Gilead though no Balme be found, L 

To ease this smart, or cure this woundp 
\Ter. Chor. Yet, Lord, I know there is with Thee \ 

All saving- health, and help for n 
I Vtrse. Then reach Thou forth that hand of T 

That powTCftvQ Wjlfti H.S well as wine. 
ir. Oher. AndletitwoTV, tocVN^icaisi^ 

The ttVmoftX. aToiirft,wiT\\t>'i.'w4s.TO 
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Upon God 

God is all fore-part : for^ we never see 
Any part backward in the Deitie. 

Calling^ and corbectino 

God is not onely mercifully to call^ 

Men to repent^ but when He strikes withall. 

No Escaping the scourging 

God scourgeth some severely^ some He spares 
But all in smart have lesse^ or greater shares. 

The Rod 

God's Rod doth watch while men do sleep^ & then 
The Rod doth sleep^ while vigilant are men. 

God has a twofold part 

God when for sin He makes His Children smarts 

His own He acts not^ but another's part : 

But when by stripes He saves tnem^ then 'tis 

known^ 
He comes to play the part that is His own. 

God is One 

GoD^ as He is most Holy knowne ; 
So He is said to be most One. 

Persecutions profitable 

Afflictions they most profitable are 
To the beholder^ and the sufferer : 
Bettering them both^ but by a doubU fttsnine^ 
The Ant by patience, and l\ie\^*BXV) \iCk\\i^. 



I 
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ToUan 

Do with me, God ! as Thou didst deal with lohn 
(Who writ Uiat heavenly Revelatiou) ; 
Let me (tike him) first cracka of thuiider heare 
Then let the Harp's inchantments strike mine i 
Hera give me thornes ; there, in thy Kingdome, 
UDon my head the golden coronet; 
There pive me day ; but here my dreadfull night 
Uy sackcloth here ; but there my Stole of white. 



God has His wl 
The bad to pui 



If all trajiBgressionB here should liave their m] 
What need there then be of a reck'ning day? 
If God should punish no sin, here, of men, 
His Providence who would not question then 



Tesiptation 
Thosb Saints, which God loves best. 
The DeviH tempts not least. 

Hia Ejaculation to God 



I 

^^H Of pittie, not of scrutinie ; 

^^H For if Thou dost, Tliou then sbalt eee 

^^^H Nothing' but loathsome sores in mee. 

^^H O thenl for mercie's sake, behold 

^^H These my eruptions manifold ; 

^^H And heale me with Thy looke, or touch 

^^H But if Thou vii\^ -noti dei^ne so much, 

^^H Because I'm o&vousm'VWj «t^'<., 

^^V Specie Wt th« woti, ».\i4 tiii^tTi* «>fi*ji 
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Gods gifts not soonb granted 

GrOD heares us when we pray^ but yet defers 
His gifts^ to exercise Petitioners : 
And though a while He makes Requesters stay. 
With Princely hand He '1 recompence delay. 



Persecutions purifie 

God strikes His Churchy but 'tis to this intent^ 
To make, not marre her^ by this punishment : 
So where He gives the bitter Pills^ be sure^ 
Tis not to poyson^ but to make thee pure. 



Pardon 

GrOD pardons those^ who do through frailty sin ; 
But never those that persevere therein. 



An Ode of the Birth of our Saviour 

1. In Numbers^ and but these few^ 
I sing Thy Birth, Oh JESU ! 
Thou prettie Babie, borne here. 
With sup'rabundant scorn here : 
Who for Thy PrincelyPort here, 

Hadst for Thy place 
Of Birth, a base 
Out-stable for thy Court here. 

2. Instead of neat Inclosures 
Of inter- woven Osiers ; 
Instead of fragrant Posies 
Of Daffadills, and Roses; 
Thy cradle. Kingly Stranger, 

As Gospell tells. 
Was nothing els, 
But, here, a liomeIVy nvva^^x. 



HERRICK'S T»OEiaS 

3. But we with £iilka, (ngt Crewels,) 
VVith sDndry precious Jewells, 
And Lilly-work will dresse Thee ; 
And 39 we dispesaesae Theo 
Of clouts, wee 'I make a chamber, 

Sweet Babe, for Thee, 

Of Ivorie, 
And ploister'd round with Amber. 

i. The Jewes they did disdaine Thee, 
But WB will eatertaine Thee 
With Glories to await here 
Upon Thy Princely State here. 
And more for love, then pittie. 
From veere to veere 



In the old Scripture 1 have often read. 
The calfe without meale u'ere wag offered 
To figure to us, nothtug more then this, 

Without the heart, lip-labour nothing' L 



Why wore th' Egyptians Jewells in the Ear 
But for tu teach us, all the grace is there. 
When we obey, by acting what we beare. 



HIS NOBLE NUMBERS dl9 



Upon Time 

TiMB was upon 

The wing^ to flie away ; 

And I cal'd on 
Him but awhile to stay ; 

But he 'd be gone^ 
For ought that I could say. 

He held out then, 

A Writing, as he went ; 

And askt me, when 
False man would be eontent 

To pay agen. 
What God and Nature lent. 

An houre-glasse. 
In which were sands but few. 

As he did passe. 
He shew'd and told me too. 

Mine end near was. 
And 80 away he flew. 



His Petition 

If wanre, or want shall make me grow so poore. 
At for to beg my bread from doore to doore ; 
Lord ! let me never act that beggar's part. 
Who hath Thee in his mouth, not in his heart. 
He who asks almes in that so sacred Name, 
Without due reverence, playes the cheater's game. 



To God 

Thou hast promis'd Lord, to be 
With me in my miserie ; 
Suffer me to be so bold, 
Ab to speak. Lord, la^ «ii^^^\* 
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Hia LETiNIB, TO THE Jr. 

1. In the houreof my diBtresse, 
VVhen temptations me oppresse, 
And when I my sins coofesse. 

Sweet Spirit comfort me ! 

2. Wlien I lie within my bed. 
Sick in heart and sick in head. 
And with doubts discomforted, 

Sweet Spirit comfort me ! 

3. When the house doth sigh and weep^ 
And the world is drown'd in sleep. 
Yet mine eyes the watch do keep ; 

Sweet Spirit comfort me ! 

4. When the artlesse Doctor sees > 
No one hope, but of his Fees, j 
And hia ikill runa on the lees ; 

Sweet Spirit comfort me i < 

0. When hia Potion and hii Pill, 
Has, or none, or little skill. 
Meet for nothing, but to kill ; 

Sweet Spirit comfort me ! 

6. ^Vlien the pasaing-bell doth tole. 
And the Furies in a shole 
Come to fright a parting anule ; 

Sweet Spirit comfort me I 

7- When the tapers now bume blew. 
And the comforters are few, 
And that number more then true: 
Sweet Spirit comfort ma! 

5. When the Priest hia laat hath pr&idj 
And 1 iiod to what is said, 
'Cause mf ft^eecVNa qo-h 4» 
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9. When (God knowes) I 'm tost about^ 
Either with despaire^ or doubt ; 
Yet before the glasse be out^ 

Sweet Spirit comfort me ! 

10. When the Tempter me pursu'th 
With the sins of all my youth^ 
And halfe damns me with untruth ; 

Sweet Spirit comfort me ! 

11. When the flames and hellish cries 
Fright mine eares^ and fright mine eyes^ 
^a idl terrors me surprise ; 

Sweet Spirit comfort me ! 

12. When the Judgment is reveal'd^ 
And that open'd which was seal'd^ 
When to Tnee I have appeal'd ; 

Sweet Spirit comfort me ) 

Thanksoivino 

Thanksoivino for a former^ doth invite 
God to bestow a second benefit. 

COCK-OBOW 

Bell-man of Nighty if I about shall go 
For to denie my Master^ do thou crow. 
Thou stop'st S. Peter in the midst of sin 
Stay me^ by crowing^ ere I do begin ; 
Better it is^ premonish'd^ for to shun 
A sin^ then fall to weeping when 'tis done. 



All Things run well for the Righteous 

Advbbsb and prosperous Fortunes both work on 
Here^ for the righteous man's salvation : 
Be he oppos'd^ or be he not withstood, 
All serve to th' AugmentatioTi oi\^« %Wi^. 

X 
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Affuctions bring ub joy In times to come. 
When sins, by Btripee, to us grow wearisonw. 



To God 

I 'le come, I 'la creep, fthough Thou dost tlip 
Humbly unto Thy Mercy-seat : 
When 1 am there, this then I 'le do. 
Give Tliee a. Dart, and Dagger too ; 
Next, whea 1 have my faults confest 
Naked 1 'le shew a sighing breast ; 
Wliich if that can't "riiy pittie wooo. 
Then let Thy Justice do the rest. 
And strike it through. 



A TnAHKEGIVING TO GoD, FOR HiS HoUBB 

LoBD, thou hast given me a cell 

Wherein to dwell ; 
A little houEe, whose humble Roof 

Is weather-proof; 
Under the sparres of which I lie 

Iloth soft, and drje ; 
Where Thou my chamber for to ward 

Hast set a Guard 
Of harmlesse thoughts, to watch tuid keep 

Me, while 1 sleep. 
Low is my porch, as is my Fate, 

Both void of state; 
And yet the threshold of my doore 

Is worn by th poore. 
Who thither come and freely get 

Good words, or meat: 
Likens my ?at\o«.T , %q to,^ Wail 
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A little Butterie^ and therein 

A little Byn, 
Which keeps my little loafe of Bread 

Unchipt^ unfiead : 
Some brittle sticks of Thome or Briar 

Make me a fire^ 
Close by whose living coale I sit^ 

And glow like it. 
Lord^ I confesse too^ when I dine^ 

The Pulse is Thine^ 
And all those other Bits^ that bee 

There plac'd by Thee ; 
The Worts^ the Purslain, and the Messe 

Of water-cresse. 
Which of Thy kindnesse Thou hast sent ; 

And my content 
Makes those and my beloved Beet^ 

To be more sweet. 
'Tis Thou that crown'st my glittering Hearth 

With guUtl<^l mirth f 
And giv'st me Wassaile Bowles to drink^ 

Spic'd to the brink. 
Lord, 'tis Thyplenty-dropping hand^ 

Inat soiles my land ; 
And giv'st me, for my Bushel sowne, 

Twice ten for one : 
Thou mak'st mv teeming Hen to lay 

Her egg each day : 
Besides my healthfuU Ewes to beare 

Me twins each yeare : 
The while the conduits of my Kine 

Run Creame, (for Wine. ) 
All these, and better Thou dost send 

Me, to this end, 
That I should render, for my part, 

A thankful heart ; 
Which, fir'd with incense, I resigne 

As wholly lliine ; 
But the acceptance, that must V«, 

My Christ, by Tbee. 
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Make, make nie Tliine, my gracious God, 
Or with Thy staffe, or with Thy rod ; 
Aud be the blow too what it will. 
Lord, I will kisse it, though it kill : 
Beat me, bruise me, rack me, rend me, 
Yet, in torments, 1 "le commend Thee : 
Examine me with fire, and prove me 
To the full, yet I will love Thee: 
Nor shslt Thou give so deep a wound. 
But { an patient will be found. 



Anotheb, 1 






Lord, do not beat me. 

Since I do sob and crie, 
And swowne away to die. 

Ere Thou dost threat me. 

Lord, do not scourge me. 
If 1 by lie« and oaths 
Have aoil'd my selfe, or cloaths, 

But rather purge me. 

None tri'i.v happv hers 

Hafpv'b that man, to whom God gives 
A stock of Goods, whereby he lives 
Near to the wishes of his heart : 

No man IB blest through ev'ry part. 



Ton 



□ God 



Can I not come to Thee, my God, for these 

So very-m any-meeting hindrances, 
Thiit tjlack my pace ; but yet not moke me sti 
Who slowly goes, ViAa (in the end) his way. 
CleerP Thou m^ ^aliis, oi Avortea.'WKsa my n 
Remove tW Xiacra, ui\\^t " "' " ■^- ■"" " 
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Since rough the way is^ help me when I call, 
And take me up ; or els prevent the fall. 
I kenn my home ; and it affords some ease^ 
To see far o£P the smoaking Villages. 
Fain would I rest ; yet covet not to die^ 
For feare of future-biting penurie : 
No, no, (my God) Thou know'st my wishes be 
To leave this life, not loving it, but Thee. 

Another 

Thou bidst me come : I cannot come ; for why. 
Thou dwel'st aloft, and I want wings to flie. 
To mount my Soule, she must have pineons given ; 
Per, 'tis no easie way from Earth to Heaven. 

To Death 

Thou bidst me come away. 
And I 'le no longer stay. 
Then for to shed some teares 
For faults of former yeares ; 
And to repent some crimes. 
Done in the present times : 
And next, to take a bit 
Of Bread, and Wine with it : 
To don my robes of love, 
Fit for the place above ; 
To gird my loynes about 
With charity throughout ; 
And so to travaile hence 
With feet of innocence : 
These done, I 'le onely crie 
God mercy; and so die. 

Neutrality loathsome 

God will have all, or none ; serve Him, or fall 
Down before Baal, Bel, or Belial : 
Either he hot, or cold : God do'Oci ^«kv^<^^ 
Abborre, and spew out a\\ 'Ne\i\Tti!^\Ni«^« 
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TOH 



bGod 



Trboitoh bU the ni^tit 

Thou dost me fright. 
And hold'st miae eyes tram sleeping; 

And day, by day. 

My Cup can say, 
Mj wine 18 mizt nith weeping. 

Thou dost my bread 

With ashes knead, 
Each evening and each 

Mine eye and eare 

Do see, and hearc 
The coming in of sorrow. 

Thy scourge of Steele, 

(Ayme!)l feele. 
Upon me beating ever : 

While my sick heart 

With dismall smart 
Is disacquainted never. 

Long, long, I 'i 



This. 






But in short time 'twill plea 
My gentle God, 
To burn the roil. 

Or strike so ns to ease me. 



Patience, oh Coufobts in Crosses 
Abukoxht nlagues I late have had. 
Yet none otftieseVviemidB me sad : 
For why , my Suviovn , ■wX'Cn "Sa* w 
Of »attrMigsi''<MW«'Sai»'' 
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Eternitie 



1. O Yeabes ! and Age ! Farewell 

Behold I go, 
Where I do know 
Infinitie to dwell. 

2. And these mine eyes shall see 

All times^ how they 
Are lost i' th' Sea 
Of vast Eternitie. 

3. Where never Moone shall sway 

The Starres ; hut she. 
And Nighty shall he 
Drown'd in one endlesse Day. 



To HIS Saviour, a Child ; a Present, by a child 

Go prettie child, and heare this Flower 
Unto thy little Saviour ; 
And tell Him, hy that Bud now hlown. 
He is the Rose of Sharon known : 
When thou hast said so, stick it there 
Upon His Bihh, or Stomacher : 
And tell Him, (for good handsell too) 
That thou hast brought a Whistle new, 
Made of a clean straight oaten reed. 
To charme His cries, (at time of need : ) 
Tell Him, for Corall, thou hast none ; 
But if thou hadst. He sho'd have one ; 
But poore thou art, and knowne to be 
Even as monilesse, as He. 
Lastly, if thou canst win a kisse 
From those mellifluous lips of His ; 
Then never take a Becond oH) 
To Bpoile the first impTea»\QTi« 
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Then 






Let others looke for Pesrle and Gtjld, 
Tissues, or Tabbies inauifold : 
One onely lock of that sweet Hay 
Wheteon the blessed Babie lay, 
Or one poors Snadling-clout, shall be 
Tlie richest New-yeere's Gift to mc. 

To God 

I If any thing- delight me for to print 

I My Book, 'tis this : that Thou, my God, art iu'L 



Hciw ain 1 bound to Two ! God who doth give 
' The mind ; the King-, the meanes whereby I li 

Goi)s HiRTEi, Mans MouitNiNa 

I Whkbe God is merry, there write down thy fea», 
rWlat He with laughter speaks, heare thou n 



HONOUHB A 

Give me Honours ! what are these. 
Bat the pleasing hindraoues ? 
Stiles, aud stops, and stayes, that comi 
III the way 'twixt me, and home; 
Gleor the walk, and then shaU I 
To my heaven lesse run, then flie. 

Thk Pahasceve, on Pbbpaication 
To a Love-Feast we both invited are : 
Tie ligut'd Damaat, ot ^me Diii^r, 
Over tbe Go\deTi N.\1a.t liow \» s^twii., 
. With Bread, ani Wme, Kni"^ 
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The sacred Towell^ and the holy Eure 

Are ready by, to make the Guests all pure : 

Left *8 go (my Alma) yet, e*re we receive. 

Fit, fit it is, we have our Parasceve. 

Who to that sweet Bread unprepar'd doth come. 

Better he starv'd, then but to taste one crumme. 

To God 

God gives not onely come, for need. 
But likewise superabundant seed ; 
Bread for our service, bread for shew ; 
Meat for our meales, and fragments too : 
He gives not poorly, taking some 
Between the finger, and the thumb ; 
But, for our glut, and for our store. 
Fine flowre prest down, and running o're. 

A WILL TO BE WORKING 

Ai/THOUOH we cannot turne the fervent fit 
Of sin, we must strive 'gainst the streame of it : 
And howsoe're we have the conquest mist ; 
'TIS for our glory, that we did resist. 

• Christs part 

Christ, He requires still, wheresoere He comes. 
To feed, or lodge, to have the best of Roomes : 
Give Him the choice ; grant Him the nobler part 
Of all the House : the best of all 's the Heart. 



RioHBs AND Poverty 

God co'd have made all rich, or all men poore ; 
But why He did not, let me tell wherefore : 
Had all been rich, where then had Patience been } 
Had all been poore, who had RVftl^xi'DX:^ ^iRKcCt 
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SanitiETE IN Seaqch 
To seek of God more then we well cbd find, 

Argues a atrong distemper of the mind. 



Give, if thou canst, an Almes: if not, afford, 
Instep of that, a sweet and gentle word : 
God crovms our goodjiesse, wkeresoere He seei 
On oar part, leantinff all abilities. 

To HIS CoNSOlBNCE 

Can I not sin, but thou wilt be 

My private Proton otari e ? 

Can J not wooe thee to passe by 

A short and sweet iniquity? 

I 'le cost a mist aud cloud, upon 

My delicate transgression. 

So utter dark, as that no eye 

Shall see the hug'd impietie : 

Giftg blind the xnite, and bribes do please, 

And winde all other witnesses : 

And wilt not thou, with gold, be ti'd 

To lay thy pen and ink aside P 

That in the mirk and tonguelesse night. 

Wanton 1 may, and thou not write? 

It will not be : And, therefore, now. 

For times to come, I 'le make this Vow, 

Prom aberrations to live free ; 

So I Te not feare the Judge, or thee. 

To HIS Saviouh 
Lord, I confesse, that Tfaon alone art able 
To purify ttiva m^ kageaw dabla ; 
Be ibe 8eaa watet , Ttci ftit \ii.-aft. iiSv%t,'(fc, 
Yet if Thy B\ou4 ■qo^ «5b^i mCj^'CTf; n^in? 
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OoD is all-sufirancG here ; here He doth Bhov 
No Arrow nockt, oneij a stringleBBe Bow : 
Hifl Arrowes flie, and all his stones are huri'd 
Against the wicked, in another world. 

His Dreaiue 

1 DRELUIT, last night. Thou didst transfuse 
C>yla from Thy JarrBj into my creuze ; 
And powring Btill Thy wealthy store, 
The vesaell full, did then run ore ; 
Me thoug'ht, I did Thy bounty chide, 
To see the waste ; but 'twas repli'd 
By Thee, Deare God, God gives man seed 
Oft-times for wast, as for his need. 
Then 1 co'd say, that house is bare, 
That has not bread, and some to spare. 



To HIH SWEET SiVIOUR 

Night hath no wings, to him that cannot sleep ; 
And Time Ecenis then, not for to flie, but creep ; 
Slowly her chariot drives, as if that she 
Had broke her wheele, or crackt her aieltree. 
Just so it is with me, who list'ning, pray 
The nitids, to hlow the tedious night away ; 
That I might eee the cheerful peeping day. 
■>ick is my heart ! O Saviour! do Thou please 
To make my bed soft in my sicknesses : i 

^Ji^hten my candle, so that 1 beaeaX^ ■ 

■Vpap not for ever in the vaulta oi ieaX^v -. ■ 
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e Thy voice betimes i' th' morniiig' heare ; 
Call, ond 1 'le come ; say Thou, the when, and when 
Draw me but first, and after Thee I'le run, 
And make no one stop, till my race be done. 



k 



HlB CnBED 

I DO believe, that die I muGt, 

And he retum'd from out my dust: 

1 do believe, that when I riee, 

Christ 1 shall see, with these same eyes : 

I do believe, that I must come. 

Witti others, to the dreadfull Uoome : 

1 do believe, the bad must gne 

From thence, to everlasting woe : 

1 do believe, the ((ood, and I, 

Shall live with Him eternally : 

I do believe, 1 Bball inherit 

Heaven, by Christs mercies, not my merit ; 

I do believe, the One in Three, 

And Three iii perfect Unitie : 

Lastly, that Jbsitb is a Deed 

Of Gift from God : ATid here '» mt/ Greed. 



When a man's Faith is frozen up, as dead ; 
Then is the Lamp aud oyle extinguished. 
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Penitencib 

A MANS transgression God do's then remits 
When man he makes a Penitent for it. 

HE Dirge of Jephthahs Daughter : sung by the 

Virgins 

1. O THOU^ the wonder of all daycs ! 
O Paragon^ and Pearle of praise ! 
O Virgin-martyr, ever blest 

Above the rest 
Of all the Maiden-Traine ! We come, 
And bring fresh strewings to thy Tombe. 

2. Thus, thus, and thus we compasse round 
Thy harmlesse and unhaunted Ground ; 
And as we sing thy Di^e, we will 

The Da£Fadill, 
And other flowers, lay upon 
(The Altar of our love) thy Stone. 

3. Thou wonder of all Maids, li'st here, 
Of Daughters aU, the Deerest Deere ; 
The eye of Virgins ; nay, the Queen, 

Of this smooth Green, 
And all sweet Meades ; from whence we get 
The Primrose, and the Violet. 

4. Too soon, too deere did Jephthah buy. 
By thy sad losse, our liberty : 

His was the Bond and Covenant, yet 

Thou paid'st the debt : 
Lamented Maid ! he won the day. 
But for the conquest thou didst pay. 

6. Thy Father brought with him along 
The Olive branch, and Victor s Song : 
He slew the Ammonites, we know. 

But \,0 \)iK^ NiO^ % 
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1. For which obedient zeale of thiue, 
We offer here, before tliy Shrine, 
Uur sighs for Storax, teaxes for Wine ; 

Aad to make line. 
And fresh thy Herse-cloth, we wiU, here, 
Foure times bestrew thee ev'ry yeere. 

. Ileceive, for this thy praise, our tenres; 
Receive this offering of oor Hairea : 
Receive these Christall Vialls fil'd 

With teares, distil'd 
From teeming eyes ; to these we bring. 
Each Maid, her silver Filleting, 

, To guild thy Tombe ; besides, these Caules, 
Thexe Laces, Ribbands, and these Paulea, 
These Veiles, wherewith we used to bide 

The Bashful! Bride, 
When KB conduct her to her firoome: 
And, all we lay upon thy Tombe. 

. No more, no more, since thou art dead. 
Shall we e're bring coy Brides to bed ; 
No more, at yeerly Festivalla 

We Cowslip balls, 
Ur chaiues of Columbines shall make, 
For this, or that occasions sake. 



I. No, DO ; onr Maiden-pleasures be 
Wrapt in the winding-sheet, with thee : 
'Tis we are dead, though not i' th' grave : 

Or, if we have 
One seed of life left, 'tis to keep 
A Lent for thee, to fast and weep. 

, Sleep in thy peace, thy bed of Spice ; 
And make this jilace nil Paradise : 
May Sweeta gto^ Vwb\ & snvoW from Ii 
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Let Balme and Cassia send their scent 
From out thy Maiden-Monument 

L2. May no Wolfe howle, or Screech-Owle stir 
A wing about thy Sepulcher ! 
No boysterous winds^ or stormes^ come hither^ 

To starve, or wither 
Thy soft sweet Earth ! but (like a spring) 
Love keep it ever flourishing. 

.3. May all shie Maids, at wonted hours. 

Come forth, to strew thy Tombe with flow'rs : 
May Virgins, when they come to mourn, 

Male-Incense burn 
Upon thine Altar ! then return. 
And leave thee sleeping in thy Urn. 



To God, on his sioknessb 

What though my Harp, and VioU be 
Both hung upon the Willow-tree? 
What thougn my bed be now my grave. 
And for my house I darknesse have ? 
What though my healthfull dayes are fled. 
And I lie numbred with the dead ? 
Yet I have hope, by Thy great power. 
To spring ; though now a withered flower. 



Sins loath'd, and tet lov'd 

^HAMM checks our first attempts; but then 'tis prov'dj 
ins first dislUc'd, are qfter that belov'd. 



Sin 

Sin leads the way, but as it goes, it feels 

The following plague still tr%&^vTi^ qtl\cs&V^<(^!^ 
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Upon God 



God when He takes my goods and chattels hence. 

Gives me a portion^ givin^i^ patience : 

Wliat is in God is God ; if so it be^ 

He patience gives ; He gives himselfe to me. 



Faith 

What here we hope for, we shall once inherit : 
By Faith we all walk here, not by the Spirit. 

Humility 

HrsiBLB we must be, if to Heaven we go : 
High is the roof there ; but the gate is low : 
When e're thou speak'st, look with a lowly eye : 
Grace is increased by humility. 



Teares 

Our present Teares here (not our present laughter) 
Are but the handsells of our joyes hereafter. 



Sin and Stripe 

After true sorrow for our sinnes, our strife 
Must last with Satan, to the end of life. 



An Ode, or Psalme, to God 

Deer God, 
If thy smart Rod 
Here did not make me sorrie, 
1 ilio'd not be 

lu TY17 etcm^ Q\onfc» 
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But since 
Thou didst convince 

My sinnes^ by gently striking ; 
Add still to those 
First stripes^ new blo^es^ 

According to Thy liking. 

Feare me^ 
Or scourging teare me ; 

That thus from vices driven^ 
I may from Hell 
Flie up^ to dwell 

With Thee^ and Thine in Heaven. 

Graces for Children 

What God gives^ and what we take^ 
"Ha a gift for Christ His sake : 
Be the meale of Beanes and Pease^ 
God be thank'd for those^ and these : 
Have we fleshy or have we fish^ 
All are Fragments from His dish. 
He His Church save^ and the King, 
And our Peace here, like a Spring, 
Make it ever flourishing. 

God to be first serv'd 

Honour thy Parents ; but good manners call 
Thee to adore thy Grod, the first of all. 

Another Grace for a Child 

Here a little child I stand. 
Heaving up my either hand ; 
Cold as Paddocks ^ though they be, 
Here I lift them up to Tliee, 
For a Benizon to fall 
On our meat, and on us alL Amen. 

^ FrogA. 
Y 
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ChoTx WajT sweeter musicfc can wo bring) 
Then a Caroll, for to f.iag 
The Birth of this our heavenly Kinp? 
Awake the Voice ! awalce tlie Striu^ ! 
Heart, Eare, and Eye, and every thing 
Awake ! the while the active Finger 
Huns division vrith the Singer. 

From llie Flnurish they came to the Soag. 

1. Dark and dull night. Hie hence away. 
And give the honour to this Day, 
Thai Bees December turn'd to May. 

2. If we may ask the reason. Bay ; 

The why, and wherefore all things here 
Seem like the Spring-time of the yeere? 

y. ^Vhy do'a the chilling Winters mome 
Smile, like a field beset with corns? 
Or smell, like to a Meade new-shorne. 
Thus, on the sudden? 4. Come and si 

The cause, why things thus fragrant bd' 
'Tia He is borne, whose quickning Birtll 
Gives life and luster, publike mir"' 
To Heaven, and the under-Earth. 

Chor. We see Him come, and know hin 

Who, with His Sun-shine, and Hit sboi 
Turnes all the patient ground to flowen 

1. The Darling of the world is 
And fit it vk, we finde a roo 
To welcome ^vm, 1, TVatui^iW ^art 
■^f all tli6bQiiBe'\iwe,'v6'Cmo\i^Aj, ' 
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W. Wliicli we will give Him ; and bequeath 
This HoUie^ and this Ivie Wreath, 
To do Him honour ; who's our King^ 
And Lord of all this Revelling. 

The Mimcatt Part was composed hy 
M. Henry Lawes. 



HE Nbw-yeerbs Gift^ or Cibcuhcisions Sono, sung 
TO THE Kino in the Presence at White-Hall 

1. Prepare for Songs ; He 's come, He 's come ; 
And be it sin here to be dumb^ 

And not with Lutes to fill the roome. 

2. Cast Holy Water all about^ 
And have a care no fire gos out^ 

But 'cense the porch and place, throughout. 

3. The Altars all on fier be ; 

The Storax fries ; and ye may see. 
How heart and hand do all a^ree. 
To make things sweet. Chor, Yet all less sweet 
then He. 

4. Bring Him along, most pious Priest^ 
And tell us then^ whenas thou seest 
His gently-gliding. Dove-like eyes. 

And hear st His whim'pring, and His cries ; 
How canst thou this Babe circumcise ? 

6. Ye must not be more pitifull then wise ; 
For^ now unlesse ye see Him bleed. 
Which makes the Bapti'me ; 'tis decreed. 
The Birth is fruitlesse: Chor, Then the work 
Godspeed. 

1. Touch ffently^ gently touch ; and here 
Spring Tulips up through all the yeere ; 
And m>m His sacred Bloud,\v«T« ^^^^ 

Mby Roses grow, to crown Hia o'wti dfe«t^'^«a^« 
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Chor. Back, back again ; each thiag is dona 
With zeale alike^ as 't«Bs begun ; 
Now Binging, homexiard let us carrie 
The Babe unto His Mother Marie ; 
And when we have the Child commend^ 
To her warm bosome, then our lEiteG are 
Composed by M. Henry Laviet. 



Anotrbb Nev 



nS0N< 



1. Hbnce, hence prophane, and none ap 
With any thing uohnllowed, here : 
No jot of Leven must be found 
Conceal'd in this most holy Ground : 



or. Bat let no Christmas mirth begin 
Before ye purge, and circumcise 
Your hearts, and haoda, lips, eares, audi 

3. Then, like a perfum'd Altar, see 

That all things sweet and clean may be: 
For, here '9 a Babe, that (like a Bride) 
Will blush to death, if ought be spi'd 



OhoT. The room is ct 
Heaven to com 
The Temple, h 



Ls'd : help, help t' invi 
I down, the while we ( 
th a cloud of smoke. 

i. Come then, and gently touch the Birtll 
Of Him, Who's Lord of Hea/n and Eaj 

5. And softly handle Him : y'ad need. 
Because the prettie Babe do's bleed. 
Poore-vittieA Ctild ! Who from Thy 
Bring'at, mt^^ "ftXoiA, tt."ft5&!ft., tlat 1 
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1. Let's blesse the Babe : And^ as we sing 
His praise ; so let us blesse the King : 

Vkor, Long may He live^ till He hath told 
His New-yeeres trebled to His old : 
And^ when that 's done^ to re-aspire 
A new-borne Phoenix from His own chast fire. 



God's Pardon 

When I shall sin^ pardon my trespasse here ; 
For^ once in heU^ none knowes Remission there. 



Sin 

Sin once reacht up to God's etemall Sphere^ 
And was committed^ not remitted there. 



EviLL 

EviLL no Nature hath ; the losse of good 
Is that which gives to sin a livelihood. 



The Start-Sono : a Caroll to the Kino ; sung at 

White-Hall 

The flouriih of Mustek : thenfollowed the Song. 

1. Tell us^ thou cleere and heavenly Tongue^ 
Where is the Babe but lately sprung } 
Lies He the Lillie-banks among } 

2. Or say^ if this new Birth of ours 
Sleeps, laid within some Ark of Flowers^ 
Spaogled with deaw-Ught ; thou caust cleere 
Jjl doubts^ and manifest tVie "vrV^t^ 
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i. Declare to us, brifflit Star, if we b' 
II im in the Morning's blush icg clieek. 
Or search the beds of SpLces throug-h, 
To find him out? 
Star. No, this ye need not do ; 

But only come, and see Him rest 
A Princely Babe ill's Mother's Brest. 
Chor. He 's seeu, he 's seen, why then a Bound 
Let 's kisse the sweet and holy ground ; 
And all rejoyce, that wa have found 
A Kiiig, bpfore eoneeptian crown'd. 
4. Come then, come then, and let U8 brin^ 
Unto our prettie Twelfth-Tide King, 
Each one his several! offering ; 
Chor. And when night comes, wee'l g 
wassailing ; 
And that His treble Honours may be seen, ^ 
Wee'l chuse Him King, and make Hib 1 
Queen. ^ 

ToGor. 
With golden Censers, and with Incense, h 
Before Thy Virgin-Altar I appeare. 
To pay Thee that I owe, since what I see 
In, or without ; all, all belongs to Thee : 
Where shall 1 now begin to make, for one 
Leojit loane of Thine, half Restitution? 
Alaa ! I cannot pay a jot ; therefore 
I 'le kiase the Tally, and confease the score 
Ten thousand Talents lent me, Thou dost wd 
'Tis true, my God ; but I can't pay one 



Ton 
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Wealth brm^B mucli woe : 
And, aince it fortunes go ; 
'Tis better to be poore. 

Than so t' abound. 

As to lie drown'd. 
Or overwhelm'd with store. 

Pale care, avaiLt, 
I'le leam to be content 
that small Ht«ck, Thy Bounty gave i 

What may conilm^e 
To my most bealthfull use, 
AInughty God me f^rant; 

But that, nr this. 

That hurtfull ia, 
Denie thy suppliant. 



Hve none, but I present my aeed, 

feEth8t crown'st the wilt, where wants the a 
feamB are wanting, or large BuUoclts' thiphF:, 
lor Lamb 's a plenteous sacrifice, 
his Vowes, who, if he had it, would 
cto Thee, both incensej myrrhe, and KOld, _ 
t Altar rear-d bv Him, and crowu'd " 

Ith the Ruble, Pearle, and Diamond. 

I 

On Heaven 

Permit mine eyes to see 
Part, or the whole of Thee, 
O happy place ! 
Where all have Grace, 
And Garlands shar'd. 
For their reward ; 
Wliere each cliastS(ni\tt 
la long white stole, 
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So in a nng. 

The praises sing 

OfThreeinOne, 

That fill the Throne ; 
While Harps, and VioUs ^ 
To Voices, say. Amen. 



The SiiMHE, . 



e Satisfaction 



Last niglit I drew up mine AcMJOuiit, 
And found ray Debits to amount 
To such a height, as for to tell 
How I sho'd pay, 's impossible : 
Well, this I'le do; my mighty score 
Thy mercy-seat I 'le lay b^ore ; 
Sut therewithall I 'le bring' the Bsn<L 
Which, in full force, did aarijig Btenl 
Till my Redeemer (on the Tree) 
Made void for millions, as for me. 
Then, if Thou bidet me pay, or go 
Unto the prisoii, I 'le say, no ; 
Christ having paid, I nothing owe . 
For, this is sure, the Debt is dead 
By Law, the fiond once cancelled. 






I God makes not good men wantons, but doth bl 
I Tlicm to the field, and, there, to skirmishing; 
With trialls those, with terrors these Hepro*i 
And hazards those most, whom the most He 1 
Kor Sceva, darts ; for Codes, dangers; thus 
He finds a fire io\ m\@,^A^ MmUms ■, 
Death for stout Cato •, an4\ie%\iMi,iHi-'issa!t,, 
■ A poyaon too He'haatw^^otTB.'ws- 



HIS NOBLE NUMBERS 345 

brments for liigh Attilius ; and^ with want^ 

rings in Fabricius for a Combatant : 

ut^ bastard-slips^ and such as He dislikes^ 

[e never brings them once to th' push of Pikes. 

Good Christians 

Play their o£Fensive and defensive parts^ 
Till they be hid o're with a wood of darts. 

The Will the cause of Woe 

When man is punisht^ he is plagued stilly 
Not for the fault of Nature^ but of will. 

To Heaven 

Open thy gates 

To him^ who weeping waits^ 

And might come in^ 
But that held back by sin. 

Let mercy be 
So kind^ to set me free^ 

And I will strait 
Come in^ or force the gate. 

The Reoompence 

All I have lost, that co'd be rapt from me ; 
And fare it well : yet Herrick^ if so be 
Thy Deerest Saviour renders thee but one 
Snule^ that one smile 's full restitution. 

To God 

ARDON me God^ (once more I Thee intreat) 
hat I have plac'd Thee in so meane a seat, 
^ere round about Thou seest but all thin^ vaine, 
Ddrcamcis'd, unseason'd, axidL ^tq^vd^.^ 



Berrick-s foems 

pBut SB Heaven's publike and Immortal] Eye 
Looks on the filth, but h not 8oil'd thereby ; 
So Thou, my God, niay'st on this impure look. 
But take no tincture from my sinfull Book : 

I Let but one beame of Glory on it shine. 
And that will make me, and my Work divine. 



To God 

Loitn, 1 am like to Misletoo, 
Which has no root, and cannot grow. 
Or prosper, but by that same tree 
It clings about ; bo 1 hy Thee. 
What need 1 then to feare at all. 
So long as 1 about Thee craule? 
But if that Tree shu'd fall, and die. 
Tumble shall heav'u, and down will L 



OGOD 



I 



LD to God, that mine old age might have 
e my last, but here a living grave. 
Some one poore Almea-bouse ; there to lie, or Bl 
Ghost-like, as in my meaner sepulcher ; 
A little pl^n, and a pipkin by. 
To bold thiuga fitting my necessity; 
Which, rightly us'd, both in tiieir time and pla 
Might me excite to fore and after-grace. 
Thy Crosse, my Christ, fixt 'fore mine eyea sbo'dl 
Not to adore that, but to worship Thee, 
So, here the remnant of my dayes I'd spend, 
Keading Thy Bible, and my Book ; so end. 

Satan 

Wbrn we 'gainst Satan stoutly fight, the moie 
He teares and tugaua, ftventodid before; 
"■' yrlectdng once to caiS.attQ'«asn\.'CoK(ifc 
~ -'---'-■"i,Tri'Ci«>\A'iiiftVA'^tft'^ 
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Hell 

Hell is no other^ but a soundlesse pit^ 
Where no one beame of comfort peeps in it. 

The way 

When I a ship see on the Seas^ 
Caffc with those watrie savages^ 
And therewithal!^ behold^ it hath 
In all that way no beaten path ; 
Then^ with a wonder^ I confesse^ 
Thou art our way i' th' wildemesse : 
And while we blunder in the dark^ 
Thou art our candle there^ or spark. 

Great orief^ great olory 

The lesse our sorrowes here and suffrings cease. 
The more our Crownes of Glory there increase. 



Hell 

Hell is the place where whipping-cheer abounds. 
But no one Jailor there to wash the wounds. 

The Bell-man 

Along the dark, and silent nighty 
With my Lantern, and my Light 
And the tinkling of my Bell, 
Thus I walk, and this I tell : 
Death and dreadfulnesse call on. 
To the gen'rall Session ; 
To whose dismall Barre, we there 
All accompts must come to cleere : 
Scores of sins w'ave m^^ \i«t^ xccmx^ ^ 
Wip't out few, (God\Li\o^e(^\i «k^. 
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^L Rke, ye Debters, then, aod fall 

^L To make paimeat, while 1 call. 

^H Fonder this, when I am gone ; 

^H By the clock 'tis ulmost One. 

^H The qoodnessb or aia God 

^H When Winds aud Seas do rage, 

^H And threaten to undo me, 

^H Thou doat their wrath asswage, 

^1 If I but call unto Thee. 

^H A mighty storm last night 

^H Did seek my soule to swallow, 

^H But by the peep of light 

^H A gentle calme did follow. 

^H What ueed I then despaire, 

^H Though ills stand round about mA; 

^V Since mischiefs neither dare 

B To hark, or bite, without Thee ? 

r"!^ WiDDOWES TEARG9 ; OB, DiBOB Or DoRSjIS 

1. Come pitie us, all ye, wbo see 

Our Harps hung on the Willow-tree ; 
Come pitip us, ye Passers by. 
Who see, or heare poor Widdowes crie: 
Come pitie us ; and bring your eares. 
And eyes, to pitie Widdowes tearea. 
C/tar. And when you are come hither; 
Then we will keep 
■ A Fast, and weep 

L Our eyes out all together. 

^Pi For Tabitha, who dead lies here, 
f Cleaa wssht, and laid out for the Beere ; 
O modenl Matrons, weep and waile ! 
For now l\ia Come aii4 Wine must fails : 
The Basket b,r4 the ftirai.dl'&xiBA, 
Wiierewitli BO Ttian^ sniABa^t^ttfe^., 



I 






HIS NOBLE NUMBERS 341 

Chor. Stand empty here for ever : 
And ah ! the Poore, 
At thy worne Doore, 
Shall be releeved never. 
Woe worth the Time, woe worth the day. 
That reav'd as of thee Tabitha ! 
For we have lost, with thee, the Meale, 
The Bits, the Morsells, and the deale 
Of gentle Paste, and yeelding Dow, 
That thou on Widdowes did beatow. 
Ohor. All 'a gone, and Death hath taken 
Away from us 
Our Maundie ; thuB, 
Thy Widdowes stand forsaken. 
Ah Dorcas, Dorcas ! now adieu 
We bid the Creuse and Pannier too ; 
I and the flesh, for and the fish, 
Dol'd to us in That Lordly dish. 
We take our leaves now of the Loome, 
From whence the houae-wives' cloth did come : 
Chor. The web affords now nothing; 
Thou being dead. 
The wooatpd thred 
Is cut, that made us clothing. 
Farewell the Flan and Reaming wooll, 
With which thy house was plentifuU. 
Farewell the Coats, the Garments, and 
The Sheets, the Rugs, made by thy hand. 
.Farewell thy Pier and thy Light, 
'Hist ne're went out by Day or Night : 
Chor. No, or thy zeale so speedy. 
That found a w.iy 
By peep of day, 
' ' tndcJ ■' ■' 



To feed and cloth the Needy. 
R. But, ah, alas ! the Almond Bough, 
And Olive Branch is wither'd now, 
■ The Wine Presse now is ta'na ftom us, 
^K Tbe Safiron and Uie Cn\Mnvv«. 



350 HERRICK'S POEMS , 

The Spice and Spiknard hence is gone. 
The Storaz and the Cynamon, 
Chor, The Caroll of our gladnesse 
Ha's taken wing^ 
And our late spring 
Of mirth is turn'd to sadnesse. 

7. How wise wast thou in all thy waies ! 
How worthy of respect and praise ! 
How Matron-like didst thou go drest ! 
How soherly above the rest 
Of those that prank it with their Plumes ; 
And jet ^ it with their choice perfumes. 
Chor, Thy vestures were not flowing : 
Nor did the street 
Accuse thy feet 
Of mincing in their going. 

6. And though thou here li'st dead^ we see 
A deale of beauty yet in thee. 
How sweetly shewes thy smiling face. 
Thy lips with all diffused grace! 
Thy hands (though cold) yet spotlesse, white; 
And comely as the Chrysolite. 
Ghor, Thy belly like a hill is. 
Or as a neat 
Cleane heap of wheat 
All set about with Lillies. 

9. Sleep with thy beauties here, while we 
Will shew these garments made by thee ; 
These were the Coats, in these are read 
The monuments of Dorcas dead. 
These were thy Acts, and thou shalt have 
These hung, as honours o're thy Grave : 
Chor, And after us (distressed) 

Sho'd fame be dumb ; 
Thy very Tomb 
Would cry out Thou art blessid. 
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To GOD^ IN TIME OF PLUNDERING 

Rapine has yet tooke nought from me ; 
But if it please my God^ I be 
Brought at the last to th' utmost bit^ 
God make me thankf ull still for it. 
I have been gratefiill for my store : 
Let me say grace when there 's no more. 



To his Saviour. The New-ybers gift 

That little prettie bleeding part 

Of Foreskin send to me ; 
And He retume a bleeding Hearty 

For New-yeer^s gift to Thee. 

Rich is the Jemme that thou did'st send^ 
Mine 's faulty too^ and small : 

But yet this Gift Thou wilt commend^ 
Because I send Thee all. 



Doomes-Day 

r not that Day God's Friends and Servants scare : 
3 Bench is then their place ; and not the Barre. 



The Poores Portion 

The sup'rabundance of my store^ 
That is the portion of the poore : 
Wheat, Barley, Rie, or Oats ; what is *t 
But he takes tole of .^ all the Griest. 
Two raiments have I : Christ then makes 
This Law ; that He and I part stakes. 
Or have I two loaves ; then I use 
The poore to cut, and 1 \a ^\i^. 
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The Whitb Island : or place of the Blest 

In this world (the Isle of Dreames) 
While we sit hy sorrowes streames^ 
Teares and terrors are oar theames 

Reciting : 

But when once from hence we flie. 
More and more approaching nigh 
Unto young Etemitie 

Uniting : 

In that whiter Island^ where 
Things are evermore sincere ; 
Candor here^ and lustre there 

Delighting : 

There no monstrous fancies shall 
Out of hell an horrour call^ 
To create (or cause at all) 

Affrighting. 

There in calm and cooling sleep 
We our eyes shall never steep ; 
But eternall watch shall keep^ 

Attending 

Pleasures^ such as shall pursue 
Me immortalized^ and you ; 
And fresh joyes^ as never to 

Have ending. 



To Christ 

I CRAWLB^ I creep : my Christy I come 
To Thee, for curing Balsamum : 
Thou Tiasl, na^ TCiOT^jT^'csvst^c^the Tree, 
Affording saSW^ oi ^wet^^ipsJCvb. 
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My mouth I 'le lay unto Thy wound 
Bleeding, that no Blood touch the ground : 
For, rati^er then one drop shall fall 
To wast, my JESU, I 'le take all. 



To God 

God ! to my little meale and oyle. 
Add but a bit of flesh, to boyle : 
And Thou my Pipkinnet shalt see. 
Give a waTe-o£fring unto Thee. 



Free Welcome 

God He refuseth no man ; but makes way 
For All that now come, or hereafter may. 



Gods Grace 

Gods Grace deserves here to be daily fed. 
That, thus increast, it might be perfected. 

Coming to Christ 

To him, who longs unto his CHRIST to go. 
Celerity even it self is slow. 

Correction 

God had but one Son free from sin ; but none 
Of all His sonnes free from correction. 

Gods Bounty 

God, as He's potent, so He's Ukewiee known^ 
To give us more then Ho^ ^«xi^x>r^\i. 
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Knowlbdoe 



Science in God^ is known to be 
A Substance^ not a Qualitie. 



Salutation 

Christ^ I have read^ did to His Chaplains say 
Sending them forth^ Salute no man by th* way: 
Not^ that He taught His Ministers to be 
Unsmooth^ or sowre^ to all civilitie ; 
But to instruct them^ to avoid all snares 
Of tardidation ^ in the Lords Affaires. 
Maimers are good : bat till his errand ends, 
Salute we must^ nor Strangers^ Kin^ or Friends. 



Lasgiviousnesse 

Lasciviousnessb is known to be 
The sister to saturitie. 



Teares 

GrOD from our eyes all teares hereafter wipes, 
And gives His Children kisses then^ not stripes. 



Gods Blessing 

In vain our labours are, whatsoe're they be^ 
Unlesse God gives the BenedicUe. 



God, and Lord 

God, is His Name of Nature ; but that word 
Implies HVb Yovjct , wKera fife '« coTd the LORD, 
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The Judgment-day 

CrOD hides from man the reck'ning Day^ that He 
May feare it ever for uncertaintie : 
That heing ignorant of that one; he may 
Expect the coming of it ev'ry day. 

Anoellb 

Anoells are called Gods ; yet of them, none 
Are Gods, but by participation : 
As just Men are intitled Gods, yet none 
Are Gods, of them, but by Adoption. 

Long life 

The longer thread of life we spin^ 
The more occasion still to sin. 



Teares 

The teares of Saints more sweet by farre. 
Then all the songs of sinners are. 

Manna 

That Manna^ which God on His people cas>t. 
Fitted it self to ev'ry Feeders tast. 

Reverence 

True rev'rence is (as Cassiodore doth prove) 
The feare of God^ commixt with cleanly love. 

Meroy 

Mercy^ the wise Atlieii\AXi%>ie\dL\A^ 
Not an affection, but &I>«^\k^ 
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Wages 



After this life^ the wages shall 
Not shar'd alike he unto all. 



Temptation 

God tempteth no one (as S. Aug'stine saith) 
For any ill ; hut^ for the proof of Faith : 
Unto temptation God exposeth some ; 
But none, of purpose^ to he overcome. 



Gods hands 

Gods hands are round, & smooth^ that gifts may fall 
Freely from them, and hold none hack at all. 



Labour 

Labour we must, and lahour hard 
r th* Forum here, or Vineyard. 



Mora Sponsi, the stay of the Bridegrooms 

The time the Bridegroom stayes from hence. 
Is hut the time of penitence. 



Roaring 

Roaring is nothing but a weeping part 
Forc'd from the mighty dolour of the heart 

The Eucharist 

Hb that is hurt seeks help : sin is the wound ; 
'^he salve fox tH^ V tV Eucharist is found. 
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Sin severely punisht 

God in His own Day will be then severe 

To punish great sins^ who small faults whipt here. 

MONTES SCRIPTUBARUM^ THE MoUNTS OF THE 

SORIPTUBES 

The Mountains of the Scriptures are (some say) 
Moses^ and lesus^ called Joshua : 
The Prophets^ Mountains of the Old are meant ; 
The Apostles^ Mounts of the New Testament. 



Prayer 

A Prayer^ that is said alone^ 

Starves^ having no companion. 

Great things ask for^ when thou dost pray^ 

And those great are^ which ne're decay. 

Pray not for silver^ rust eats this ; 

Ask not for gold^ which metall is : 

Nor yet for houses^ which are here 

But earth : suoh vowes nere reach God*s eare. 



Christs sadnesse 

Christ was not sad, i' th' garden^ for His own 
Passion^ but for His sheep's dispersion. 

God heares us 

GoD^ who 's in Heav*n, will hear from thence ; 
If not to'th' sounds yet^ to the sense. 

God 

God (as the learned Damascen doth write) 
A Sea of Substance is^ Indefinite. 
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Clouds 

He that ascended in a cloud, shall come 
In clouds, descending to the publike Doome. 

Comforts in contentions 

The same^ who crownes the Conquerour, will be 
A Coadjutor in the Agonie. 



Heaven 

Heav'n is most faire ; but fairer He 
That made that fairest Canopie. 



God 

In God there 's nothing, but 'tis known to be 
Ev*n God Himself, in perfect Entitle. 



His Power 

God can do all things, save but what are known 
For to imply a contradiction. 



Christ's words on the Crosse, My Gtod, My God 

Christ, when He hung the dreadfull Crosse upon, 

Had (as it were) a Dereliction ; 

In this regard, in those great terrors He 

Had no one Beame from God's sweet Majestie. 



Jehovah 

Jehovah, as Boetius saith, 
Ko nunv^et oi VSi^ Plurall hath. 
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Confusion op Face 

God then confounds man's face^ when he not hears 
The Vowes of those^ who are Petitioners. 



Another 

Thb shame of man's face is no more 
Then prayers repel'd^ (sayes Cassibdore.) 



Beggars 

Jaoob God's Beggar was ; and so we wait 
(Though ne're so rich) aU beggars at His Gate. 



Good, and Bad 

The Bad among the Good are here mixt ever : 
The Good without the Bad are here plac'd never. 



Sin 

Sin no ejnstenee; Nature none it hath, 
Or Good at all, (as learu'd Aquinas saith.) 



Martha^ Martha 

The repetition of the name made known 
No other^ then Christ's full Affection. 



Youth, and Age 

God on our Youth bestowes but little ease ; 
Bat on our Age mo&t &Nv«e^\\A\]^%«c^^^f^« 
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Gods Power 

God is so potent^ as His Power can 

Draw out of bad a soveraigne good to man. 

Paradise 

Paradise is (as from the Leam'd I gather) 
A quire of blest Souies circling in the Father, 

Observation 

The Jewes^ when they built Houses (I have read) 
One part thereof left still unfinished : 
To make them, thereby^ mindfuU of their own 
Citie's most sad and dire destruction. 



The Asse 

God did forbid the Israelites, to bring 
An Asse unto Him, for an offering : 
Onely, by this dull creature, to expresse 
His detestation to all slothfulnesse. 

Observation 

The Virgin-Mother stood at distance (there) 
From her Sonnes Crosse, not shedding once a teare : 
Because the Law forbad to sit and crie 
For those, who did as malefactors die. 
So she, to keep her mighty woes in awe, 
Tortur'd her love, not to transgresse the Law. 
Observe we may, how Mary Joses then. 
And th* other Mary (Mary Magdalen) 
Sate by the Grave ; and sadly sitting there. 
Shed for their Master many a bitter teare : 
But 'twas not till their dearest Lord was dead ; 
And then to weep they both were licensed. 
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Tapers 

Thosb Tapers^ which we set upon the grave^ 
In fun'rail pomp^ bat this importance have ; 
That soules departed are not pat oat quite ; 
But^ as they walk't here in their vestures white^ 
So live in Heaven^ in everlasting light. 



Christs Birth 

Onb Birth our Saviour had ; the like none yet 
Was^ or will be a second like to it. 



The Virgin Mary 

To work a wonder^ God would have her shown^ 
At once^ a Bud^ and yet a Rose full-blowne. 

Another 

As 8un-beames pierce the glasse^ and streaming in. 
No crack or Schisme leave i' th' subtill skin : 
So the Divine Hand work't, and brake no thred^ 
But, in a Mother, kept a maiden-head. 



God 

God, in the holy Tongue, they call 
The Place that filleth All in all. 



Another of God 

God 'b said to leave this place, and for to come 
Nearer to that place, then to other some : 
Of locall motion, in no least t%&^«c^) 
But only by impreBBion oi eifiecX. 
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Another 

God is Jehovah cal'd ; which name of His 
Implies or Essence^ or the He that Is. 



60I>S PRESENCE 

God's evident^ and may be said to be 
Present with just men^ to the veritie : 
But with the wicked if He doth comply^ 
'Tis (as S. Bernard saith) but seemingly. 



Gods Dwelling 

God 's said to dwell there, wheresoever He 
Put down some prints of His high Majestie : 
And when to man He comes, and there doth place 
His holy Spirit; or doth plant His Grace. 



The Virgin Mary 

The Virgin Marie was (as I have read) 
The House of God, by Christ inhabited ; 
Into the which He entered : but^ the Doore 
Once shut, was never to be open'd more. 



To God 

God 's undivided^ One in Persons Three ; 

And Three in Inconfused Unity : 

Originall of Essence there is none^ 

Twixt God t\ift ¥«t>i5[v«t, Roly Ghost, and Sonne 

And thougVi tVe ¥«k\iXi^t \i^ ^^^ %lt^ ^S.T^ee, 

'Tis but by Ordw, tioX-V^ ^Tj^aJckfe. 
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Upon Woman and Mary 

So long (it seem'd) as Maries Faith was small^ 
Christ did her Woman, not her Mary call : 
Bat no more Woman, being strong in Faith ; 
But Mary cal'd then (as S. Ambrose saith). 



North and South 

Thb Jewes their beds, and offices of ease, 

Plac'd North and South, for these clean purposes ; 

That man's uncomely froth might not molest 

Gods wayes and walks, which lie still East and West. 

Sabbaths 

Sabbaths are threefold, (as S. Austine sayes : ) 
The first of Time, or Sabbath here of Dayes ; 
The second is a Conscience trespasse-free ; 
The last the Sabbath of Eternitie. 



The Fast, or Lent 

Noah the first was (as Tradition saves) 
That did ordaine the Fast of forty Dayes. 

Sin 

There is no evill that we do commit. 
But hath th' extraction of some good from it : 
As when we sin ; God, the great Chymist thence 
Drawes out th' Elixar of true penitence. 

God 

God is more here, then in auothet ^le^e, 
Not by his Essence, but com met t^ ^I^t^^, 
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Bboinninqb ash Endings 

Paul, he began ill, but he ended well ; 
Judas beg'au well, but he foulely fell : 
In godlineEEe, not the beginnings, go 
Much as the ends are to be loukt unto. 



Tbmpobau, Goosb 

Thesh temp'rall foods God (the most Wise) com 
To th' eood and Dad, in commoQ] for two ends : 
First, u&t these goods none here may o're estet 
Because the wicked do partake of them : 
Next, that these ills none cowardly may shun ; 
Baiag, oft here, the just mans portion. 

Hell emp. 

The tire of Hell this strange condition hath, , 
To buro, not shine (as learned Basil ssith), j 

Abels Bloud 

SpBiK, did the Blond of Abel cry 
To Go4 fct ■vBagea.Tiw.', ^es, say I ; 
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Another 

The bloud of Abel was a thing 
Of such a rev'rend reckonings 
As that the old World thought it fit^ 
Especially to sweare by it. 

A Position in the Hebrew Divinity 

One man repentant is of more esteem 

With God^ then one^ that never sin'd 'gainst Him 

Penitence 

The Doctors^ in the Talmud^ say^ 
That in this worlds one onely day 
In true repentance spent^ will be 
More worthy then Heav'ns Etemitie. 

God's presence 

God's present ev'ry where ; but most of all 
Present by Union Hypostaticall : 
God, He is there^ where 's nothing else (Schooles say) 
And nothing else is there^ where He 's away. 

Thb Resurrection possible^ and probable 

For each one Body^ that i' th' earth is sowne^ 

There 's an up-rising but of one for one : 

Bat for each Graine^ that in the ground is thrown^ 

Threescore or fourescore spring up thence for one : 

So that the wonder is not nalfe so great, 

Of ours^ as is the rising of the wheat. 

Christs Suffering 

Justly our dearest Saviour may abhoTte ur^ 
Who bMth more suffer'd by u& iaTT%, \i}Cv^\i lest ^"^^ 
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SiKNciis confounded are a twofold way. 
Either as when (the learned Schoolemeu 
Mens sine destroyed are, wben they repent 
Or when, for sins, men suffer pnoislimtfnt. 



I God doth embrace the good with love ; atid gaint 
KT^e good by mercy, as the bad by paiues. 



D hongbt man here with his heart's blood ex 
PAiid man sold God here for base thirty pence. 



Cbrists Action 

Cmuar never did so great a work, but there 

His human Nature did, in part, appeare : 

Or, ne're so meane a peece, but men might ai 

Therein some beames of His Uivinitie : 

Ho that, in all He did, there did combine 

His Human Nature, and His Part Diriaa 



PbBOBSTI NATION 
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Another 

BT thou not destined ? then^ with hast^ go on 
3 make thy faire Predestination : 
thou canst change thy life^ God then will please 
3 change^ or call back, His past Sentences. 

Sin 

Sin never slew a soule^ unlesse there went 
Along with it some tempting blandishment. 

Another 

Sin is an act so free^ that if we shall 
Say^ 'tis not free^ 'tis then no sin at all. 

Another 

[N is the cause of death ; and sin 's alone 

he cause of God's Predestination : 

nd from God's Prescience of man's sin doth flow 

ur Destination to etemall woe. 

Prescience 

•'b Prescience makes none sinfull ; but th' offence 
nan's the chief cause of God's Prescience. 

Christ 

To all our wounds^ here^ whatsoe're they be^ 
Christ is the one sufficient Remedie. 

Curists Incarnation 

Christ took our Nature on Him, not that He 
'Bove all things lov'd it, for the puritie : 
No, but He drest Him with our UMiskAXkA Ttvycw^ 
BecBuge our flesh stood most m uoe^ ^1 Wvccx. 
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Heaven 



Heaven is not given for our good works here 
Yet is it given to the Lahourer. 



Gods ketes 

God has foure keyes^ which He reserves alone ; 
The first of Raine^ the key of Hell next known : 
With the third key He opes and shuts the wombe ; 
And with the fourth key He unlocks the tombe. 



Sin 

There 's no constraint to do amisse^ 
Wliereas but one enforcement is. 



Albies 

Give unto all^ lest he^ whom thou deni'st. 
May chance to be no other man^ hut Christ. 



Hell fire 

One onely fire has Hell ; hut yet it shall 
Not after one sort^ there excruciate all : 
But look^ how each transgressor onward went 
Boldly in sin^ shall feel more punishment 



To KEEP A TRUE LeNT 

1. Is this a Fast, to keep 

TVv^ \Arder leane ? 
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2. Is it to quit the dish 

Of Flesh, yet still 
To fill 
The platter high with Fish ? 

3. Is it to faste an houre. 

Or rag'd to go. 

Or show 
A down-cast look, and sowre ? 

4. No : 'tis a Fast, to dole 

Thy sheaf of wheat. 
And meat. 
Unto the hungry Soule. 

5. It is to fast from strife. 

From old debate. 

And hate ; 
To circumcise thy life. 

6. To shew a heart grief-rent ; 

To sterve thy sin. 

Not Bin ; 
And that 's to keep thy Lent. 



No TIME IN EtERNITIE 

By houres we all live here, in Heaven is known 
No spring of Time, or Times succession. 



His Meditation upon Death 

Be those few hours, which I have yet to spend , 
Blest with the Meditation of my end : 
Though they be few in number, I 'm content ; 
If otherwise, I stand indiSexeiiX. \ 
Nor makes it matter, NeetOT^ 7«et% \^ \«3^^ 
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If man lives long^ and if he live not welL 

A multitude of dayes still heaped on, 

Seldome brings order, but confusion. 

Might I make choice, long life sho'd be withstood ; 

Nor wo'd I care how short it were, if good : 

Which to effect, let ev'ry passing Bell 

Possesse my thoughts, next comes my doleful knell : 

And when the night perswades me to my bed, 

I 'le thinke I 'm going to be buried : 

So shall the Blankets which come over me. 

Present those Turfs, which once must cover me : 

And with as firme behaviour I will meet 

The sheet I sleep in, as my Winding-sheet 

When sleep shall bath his body in mine eyes, 

I will believe, that then my body dies : 

And if I chance to wake, and rise thereon, 

I 'le hare in mind my Resurrection, 

Which must produce me to that Gen'rall Doome, 

To which the Pesant, so the Prince must come. 

To heare the Judge give sentence on the Throne, 

Without the least hope of affection. 

Teares, at that day, shall make but weake defence ; 

When Hell and Horrour fright the Conscience. 

Let me, though late, yet at the last^ begin 

To shun the least Temptation to a sin ; 

Though to be tempted be no sin, untill 

Man to th' alluring object gives his will. 

Such let my life assure me, when my breath 

Goes theeving from me, I am safe in death ; 

Which is the height of comfort, when I fall, 

I rise triumphant in my Funerall. 

Cloaths for Continuance 

Those Garments lasting evermore^ 
Are works of mercy to the poore. 
Which neither Tettar,^ Time, or Moth 
Shall fray that silke, or fret this cloth. 
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To God 

Come to me God ; bat do not come 

To me^ as to the gen'rall Doome^ 

In power ; or come Thou in that state^ 

When Thou Thy Lawes didst promulgate^ 

Whenas the Mountains quak'd for dread^ 

And sullen clouds bound up his head. 

No^ lay thy stately terrours by. 

To talke with me familiarly ; 

For if Thy thunder-claps I heare, 

I shall lesse swoone, then die for feare. 

Speake Thou of love, and I 'le reply 

By way of Epithalamie, 

Ch* sing of mercy, and I 'le suit 

To it my Violl and my Lute : 

Thus let Thy lips but love distill. 

Then come my God, and hap what will. 



The Soule 

When once the Soule has lost her way, 
O then, how restlesse do's she stray ! 
And having not her God for light. 
How do's she erre in endlesse night ! 



The Judgement-day 

In doing justice, God shall then be known, 
Wlio shewing mercy here, few priz'd, or none. 



SVFFERINOS 

We merit all we suffer, and b^ f&x 

More KtripeB, then God layea on \)ick!^ «»S&«t«x, 
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Painb and pleasure 

God suffers not His Saints^ and Servants deer 
To have continaall paine, or pleasure here : 
But look how night succeeds the day^ so He 
Gives them hy turnes their grief and jollitie. 

Gods presence 

■ 

God is all-present to whate're we do^ 
And as all-present, so all-filling too. 



Another 

That there 's a God, we all do know. 
But what God is^ we cannot show. 



The poore mans part 

Tell me rich man, for what intent 
Thou load'st with gold thy vestiment? 
^Vllenas the poore crie out, to us 
Belongs all gold superfluous. 



The right hand 

God has a Right Hand^ but is quite bereft 
Of that^ which we do nominate the Left. 



The Staffs and Rod 

Two instruments belong unto our God ; 
The one a Staffe is, and the next a Rod : 
That if the twig sho'd chance too much to sma: 
e staffe mV^^'bY. eoitcv^l^c) i^l&y the friendly part 
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God 8PABIXG IN SOOUIIOING 

God still rewards us more then our desert : 
But when he strikes^ He quarter-acts His part. 



Confession 

Confession twofold is (as Austine sayes) 

The first of sin is^ and the next of praise : 

If ill it goes with thee^ thy faults confesse : 

If well^ then chant Gods praise with cheerfulnesse. 



Gods descent 

God is then said for to descend^ when He 
Doth^ here on earthy some thing of novitie ; 
As when, in humane nature He works more 
Then ever^ yet^ the like was done before. 



No ooMiNo TO God without Christ 

Good and great God ! how sho'd I feare 
To come to Thee^ if Christ not there ! 
Co'd I hut think. He would not be 
Present^ to plead my cause for me ; 
To Hell I 'd rather run, then I 
Wo*d see Thy Face, and He not by. 



Another, to God 

Though Thoa beest all that Active Love, 
Which heats those ravisht Soules above ; 
And though all joyes Bprmg fcQm\k^ ^\».m<l^ 
Of Thy most winmng GOuxileBacac>^\ 



S74 HERRICK'S POEMS 

Yet sowre and grim Thou 'dst seem to me ; 
If through my Christ I saw not Thee. 



The Resurrection 

That Christ did die^ the Pagan saith ; 
But that He rose^ that 's Christians' Faith. 



COHEIRES 

We are Coheires with Christ ; nor shall His own 
Heire-ship be lesse^ by our adoption : 
The number here of Heires^ shall from the state 
Of His great Birth-right nothing derogate. 



The number of two 

God hates the Duall Number ; being known 

The lucklesse number of division : 

And when He blest each sev'rall Day, whereon 

He did His curious operation ; 

'Tis never read there (as the Fathers say) 

God blest His work done on the second day : 

Wherefore two prayers ought not to be said. 

Or by our selves, or from the Pulpit read. 



Hardning of hearts 

God's said our hearts to harden then, 
Whenas His grace not supples men. 

The Rose 

Before Man's f&U, the Rose was bom^ 
(S. Arnbto^ft «a^^^ Nd\.\\aut the Thorn : 
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But^ for Man's fault, then was the Thom^ 
Witiiout the fragrant Rose-hud^ born ; 
But ne're the Rose without the Thorn. 



GrODS TIME MUST END OUR TROUBLE 

God doth not promise here to man^ that He 
Will free him quickly from his miserie ; 
But in His own time^ and when He thinks fit^ 
Then He will give a happy end to it. 



Baptisme 

The strength of Baptisme^ that 's within ; 
It saves the soule^ by drowning sin. 



Gold and Frankincense 

Gold serves for Tribute to the King ; 
The Frankincense for Gods Offring. 



To God 

GoD^ who me gives a will for to repent ; 
Will add a power^ to keep me innocent ; 
That I shall ne're that trespasse recommit. 
When I have done true Penance here for it. 



The chewing the Cud 

Vhbn well we speak, & nothing do that 's good^ 

Ve not divide the Hoof, but chew the Cud : 

)at when good words, by good works, have their 

proof, 
Ve thea both ohew the Cud, and f\<^N^V^^^^^^« 
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Christs twofold oomino 

Tht former coming was to cure 
My soule's most desp'rate Calenture ; 
Thy second Advent, that must be 
To heale my Earth's infirmitie. 



To GOD^ HIS GIFT 

As my little Pot doth boyle^ 
We will keep this Levell-Coyle ; 
That a Wave^ and I will bring 
To my God^ a Heaye-o£fering. 



Gods Anger 

God can't be wrathfull ; but we may conclude^ 
Wrathfull He may be, by similitude : 
God 's wrathfull said to be, when He doth do 
That without wrath, which wrath doth force uf 



Gods Commands 

In God's commands, ne're ask the reason why 
Let thy obedience be the best Reply. 



To God 

If I have plaid the Truant, or have here 
Fail'd in my part ; Oh ! Thou that art my deai 
My mild, my loving Tutor, Lord and Grod ! 
Correct my errors gently with Thy Rod. 
I know, that faults will many here be found. 
But where sin swells, there let Thy grace abou 
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k is doDB ; now let my Lawrell be 
<Kven by none, but by Thy selfe, to me : 
That done, with Honour Thou dost me creat 
Thy Poet, and Thy Prophet Lawreat. 



QoOD FaiDAy : Rex Trasicus, or CnnisT goino to 
Hia Crosse 

*VT oS Thy Robe of Purple, then go on 

Pa the Bfkd place of execution : 

flune houre ia come ; and the Tormentor Btaads 

teady, to pierce Thy tender Feet, and Hands. 

Ax^ before this, tiie base, the dull, the rude, 

rh' inconstant, and unpurged Multitude 

fawne for Thy coming ; some e're this time crie, 

low He deferres, how loath He is to die ! 

InoDpt this ecumme, the Souldier with his speare, 

Ind that sowre Fellow, with his vinegar, 

lis spunge, and Etick, do ask why Thou doBt Etay? 

io do the Skurfe and Bran too : Go Thy way, 

iliy way, Thou guiltlcsse man, and satisfie 

)y Thine approach, each their beholding eye. 

iot as a Ttiief, shalt Thou ascend the mount, 

lut like a Person of some hig'h account : 

lie Crosse shall be Thy Stage ; aod Thnu shalt thert 

lie spacious Geld have for lliy Theater. 

iltou art that Roscius, and that markt-out man, 

That must this day act the Tragedian, 

'o wonder and affrightment ; lliou ^ He, 

Vhom all the £ux of Nations comes to see ; 

Jot those poor Theeves that act their parts with Thee 

*hoBe act without regard, when once a King, 

kod God, as Thou art, comes to suffering. 

Jo, No, this Scene from Thee taV^aVWeMii^ww*, 

\ad aoule and spirit, plot and exceWent^. 
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Why then begin^ great Kin^ ! ascend Thy Throne, 
And thence proceed to act Thy Passion 
To such an height^ to such a period rais'd^ 
As Hell^ and l^rth^ and Heav'n may stand amaz'd. 
God^ andffood Angells guide Thee ; and so blesse 
Thee in Tny severall parts of bitternesse : 
That those^ who see Thee nail'd unto the Tree^ 
May (though they scorn Thee) praise and pitie The 
And we (Tny Lovers) while we see Thee keep 
The Lawes of Action^ will both sigh^ and weep ; 
And bring our Spices^ to embalm Thee dead ; 
That done^ wee 'I see Thee sweetly buried. 

His words to Christ^ going to the Crosse 

When Thou wast taken^ Lord^ I oft have read 
All Thy Disciples Thee forsook^ and fled. 
Let their example not a pattern be 
For me to fiie^ out now to follow Thee. 



Another^ to his Saviour 

If Thou beest taken^ God forbid^ 

I flie from Thee^ as others did : 

But if Thou wilt so honour me^ 

As to accept my companie^ 

I 'le follow Thee^ hap hap what shall^ 

Both to the Judge^ and Judgment-Hall : 

And^ if I see Thee posted there^ 

To be all-flayd with whipping-cheere^ 

I 'le take my share ; or els^ my God^ 

Thy stripes I 'le kisse^ or bum the Rod. 



His Saviours words^ going to the Crosse 

Have^ have ye no regard^ all ye 
Who passe this way^ to pitie me, 
W\io «Lm «k t(vaxv of misene ! 
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A man both bruis'd^ and broke^ and one 
Who suffers not here for mine own. 
But for my friends transgression ! 

Ah ! Sion's Daughters, do not feare 

The Crosse, the Cords, the Nailes, the Speare, 

The Myrrhe, the Gall, the Vineger, 

For Christ, your loving Saviour, hath 
Drunk up the wine of Grods fierce wrath ; 
Onely, there 's left a little froth, 

Lesse for to tast, then for to shew. 
What bitter cups had been your due. 
Had He not drank them up for you. 



His Anthem, to Christ on the Crosse 

When I behold Thee, almost slain. 
With one, and all parts, full of pain : 
When I Thy gentle heart do see 
Pierc'd through, and dropping bloud, for 

me, 
I le call, and cry out. Thanks to Thee. 

Ver9. But yet it wounds my soule, to think. 

That for my sin. Thou, Thou must drink, 
Even Thou alone, the bitter cup 
Of furie, and of vengeance up. 

Ohor, Lord, I 'le not see Thee to drink all 
The Vineger, the Mjrrrhe, the Gall : 

"er. Chor, But I will sip a little wine ; 

Which done, Lord v^i^ TKe reil V% tfCvMt. 
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This Crosse-Tree here 

Doth Jesub beare, 

Who sweel'ned first, 

The Death aecurtt. 

,K all tbingB ready are, make hast, make hast 31_ 

r long this work wil be, & very short this I 

Flhy then, go on to act : Here 'b wondei's to be t 

"* '6 the last least saad of Thy ninth houre be . 

■e dark Cloudsdo dull, or dead the Mid-dayesE 

Act when Thou wilt, 

JBloud will be spilt ; 

Pure Balm, that shall 

Bria^ Health to All. 

Why then. Begin 

To powre first in 

Some Drops of Wine, 

In stead of Brine, 

To search the Wound, 

So long unaound: 

And, when that's done. 

Let Oyle, next, run. 

To cure the Sore 

Sinne made before. 

And O ! Deare Christ, 

E'en as Thou _. 

Look down, and 

Ds weepo for Thee. 

And tho (Love knows) 

Thy dreadful! Woes 

Vet doe Thou plen 
Who Mercie art, 
Taccept eai'h Heart, 
That gladly would 
Heipe, if it could. 
Mcane while, let n 
B«aea.th this Tree 
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To HIS Saviours Sepulgher : his DsvonoN 

Haii«b holy^ and all-honour'd Tomb^ 

By no ill haunted ; here I come^ 

With shoes put off, to tread thy Roome. 

I 'le not prophane^ by soile of sin^ 

Thy Doore^ as I do enter in : 

For I have washt both hand and hearty 

This^ that^ and ev'ry other part ; 

So that I dare^ with farre lesse feare^ 

Then full affection^ enter here. 

Thus^ thus I come to kisse Thy Stone 

With a warm lip^ and solemne one : 

And as I kisse^ I 'le here and there 

Dresse Thee with fiowrie Diaper. 

How sweet this place is ! as from hence 

Flow'd all Panchaia's Frankincense ; 

Or rich Arabia did commix^ 

Here^ all her rare Aromaticks. 

Let me live ever here^ and stir 

No one step from this Sepulcher. 

Ravisht I am ! and down I lie^ 

Confus'd^ in this brave Extasie. 

Here let me rest ; and let me have 

This for my Heaven^ that was Thy Grave : 

And^ coveting no higher sphere^ 

I le my Eternitie spend here. 



His Offkrino^ with the rbbt^ at thb Sxpulcher 

To joyn with them who here confer 
Gifts to my Saviour's Sepulcher ; 
Devotion bids me hither bring 
Somewhat for my Thank-Offering. 
Loe ! thus I bring a Virgin-Flower^ 
To drease my Maiden-^avVouT. 
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Hl8 COMING TO THE SePULCHER 

Hence they have bom my Lord ; Behold ! the Sto 

Is rowl'd away^ and my sweet Saviour 's gone. 

Tell me^ white Angell^ what is now become 

Of Him we lately seal'd up in this Tombe ? 

Is He^ from hence^ gone to the shades beneath^ 

To vanquish Hell^ as here he conquer'd Death ? 

If so^ I le thither follow^ without feare^ 

And live in Hell^ if that my Christ stayes there. 

Of all the good things whatsoe're we do^ 
God is the APXH^ and the TEA02 too. 
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or I will .... 

sweet bag of a Bee • 

places f late have had 

if VioU Cupid brought . 

nd prosperous Fortunes both work on 

hurts none, but onely such . 

bring us joy in times to come 

they most profitable are 

F'east (my Shapcot) see 

are Arch-Poet Johnson dy'd 

life, the wages shall 

abour take thine ease . 

sorrow for our sinnes, our strife 

stone ..... 

ti'lie once shew'd to me 

ling they beare about them still 

• •«••• 

la ! now I see 
Love ! must I endure . 
las, come tell me why . ^ 
thea 1 Mu$t my heart still break ? 
erilla ! do'st thou grieve to see 
jnus I Our yeares hence flye 
ove, give him your hand to kisse 
n't, for tell me how 
int best fits a little Shrine . 
lost, that co'd be rapt from me 
decay with Time : The Forrest sees 
o'r-rul'd are here by Chance 
subjected are to Fate . 
le along .... 
s-day I've taken paines 
dark, and silent night . 
*rt cannot tume the fervent fit 
:par'd against all ills to come 
insgression God do's then remit 
>f a house (as I have read) . 
is'dj because you say . 
: Mirtles, as 1 walkt 
rse Tempests great and manifold 
r Fancies, tell me this . 
e past when Cato the Severe 
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And Cruell Maid, because I see 

And must we part| because some say . . . . 
Angells are callM Gods ; yet of them, none • 

Anray iflrenebe • . 

An&ea bade me tye her shooe 

Anthea I am going hence 

Anthea laught, and fearing lest excesse 

A pny^t that is said alone 

Art auickeiu Naturg ; Care will make a face . 
Art tnou not desdn'd? then, with hast, go on . 

As Gilly flowers do but stay 

As is your name, so is your comely face 

As Julia once a-slumb'ring lay 

Aske me, why I do not 'sing 

Aske me why I send jrou here 

As lately I a Garland bound 

As my little Pot doth boyle . . . 
As ^ews the Aire, when with a Rain*bow grac*d 
As sun-beames pierce the glasse, and streaming in . 
As thou deserv'st, be proud ; then gladly let 
AsweariedPilerims, oncepossest . . . . 

A sweet disorder in the dresse 

At Draw-Gloves we '1 play 

At my homely Country-seat 

At Stool-ball, Lucia, let u^ play 

A wanton and lascivious eye 

A way enchac't with glasse & beads . . . . 
Away with silks^ away with Lawn . . . . 
A wearied Pilgrim, I nave wandred here 
A willow Garland thou did'st send . . . . 

Bacchus, let me drink no^nore 

Bad are the times. Sil. And wors then they are we 

Beauti's no other but a lovely Grace . . . . 

Beantv, no other thing is, then a Beame 

Be bold, my Booke, nor be abasht, or feare 

Before Mans fall, the Rose was bom . . . . 

Before the Press scarce one co'd see . 

Beginne with Jove ; then is the worke halfe done 

Begin to charm, and as thou stroak'st mine eares 

Befl-man of Night, if I about shall go . . . 

Be not proud, but now encline 

Beddes us two, i' th' Temple here 's not one 

Be the Mistresseof my choice 

Be those few hours, wnich I have yet to spend . 

Biancha, Let . .^ 

Bid me to live, and I will live 

Bind me but to thee with thine haire . . . . 

Blessinn, in abundance come 

Borne I was to meet with Age 

Bom I was to be old 

Both you two have 

Breathe, Julia, breathe, and 1 1e protest . 

Bright Tulips^e do know 

Bring me my Kose->yaid&,'Dt9k'««.T cjvcu!^ 
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3ly cnist of Bread 
nics I am, and fine 
owne me, choose ye whether 
ind like a short Delight . 
saw, one of the three 



'e all live here, in tieaven is known 
kindling of the day . 
ft Tods of wool! .... 



nore 

)me to Thee, my God, for these 

n. but thou wilt be . 

Lsleep, and melt me so 

it call down the moon from out her sphere 

gentle Charon ! let me wooe thee 

, Ripe, Rip«, I cry . 

iTour Valentine .... 

equires still, wheresoere He comes 

ve read, did to His Chaplains say 

: did so great a work, but there 

our Nature on Him, not that He 

tot sad, i' th' garden, for His own 

1 He hung the dreadfull Crosse upon 

er eyes ..... 

:t 's m solemn wise 

ea, know thou this . 

:a, let us two .... 

full Neatherds, let us lay 

; with a noise .... 

your sampler, and with Art 



away ..... 

, and dance ye in the toyle ^ . 
this night the Christmas-pie . 
: this loathed Country-life, and then 
is, all ye, who see 
by the fires side 
under yonder Tree . 
ill Lupo, now, and take ^ . 
of Summer, by whose toile 
and like two Doves with silv'rie wings 
lot neere those men, who are like Bread 
who art the Wine, and wit 
God ; but do not come . 
he Spring-time forth Fair Maid, and be 
le Roofe, great Genius, and from thence 
wofold b (as Austine sayes) 
was ever knowne .... 

lay among 

jck ye by the eare .... 



, farewell ; I never look to see . 
ina, prethee come . 
bousands, now the time drawes neere 
sh to part it be a Hell 
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Die ere lonE, I 'm tuit, I shall . 

Display thy tieasls, my Julia, there Ii 

Va wiih me, God I a> Thou didsl deal wiib In 

Down viLh the RoHmary and Bayei 

Dawn wjlh the Rosemary, add so 

Driakiup 

Drink Wine, and live here hlilhefiill wuu= 
Droop, droop DO more, or hajig the head - 

" \g. drowrint I Mpie 

r «weet cheek, long drown'd 
scire, and almost dead to 



^10 



FairB DaETai^UiH we weep lo sec . 
Faiie pledges ofsfrnitlull Tree . 
Faire was UiE Dawne : and hue e'ne i 

Fattwetl tboo Thing, time-past to kc 
Fat be my HInde ; unlearned lie my 
Fill Die a migbly Bowie . 
Fill me my Wine in ChriaCall ; Ihui, . 
Pint, April,she with mellow shown 



First, may (he hand of bcunty hring . 
First offer lacease, then thy field and meai 
Fled are lie Frosts, and now the Fields ap 
Flymenot, IhoDghlhegny . 
Fly to my Mislre5se, pretly pilfrinE Bee . 






For my embalming, Julia, do but 111 
For my ueighhaur lie not know . 

For one so rarely lun'd to lit all par 
F» sport my Julia threw a Lace 
Fot Those my unbapliied Rhimes 
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From the dull confines of the drooping West 
From the Temple to your home . 
From this bleeding hand of mine 

Gather ye Rose-buds while ye may . 

Get up, get up for shame, the Blooming Mome 

Give, if thou canst, an Almes ; if not, afford 

Give me a Cell . ^ 

Give me a man that is not dull . 
Give me Honours ! what are these . 

Give me one kisse 

Give me that man, that dares bestride 

Give me wine, and g^ve me meate 

Give unto all, lest he, whom thou deni'st . 

Give way, and be ye ravisht by the Sun 

Give way, give way, now, now my Charles shines here 

Give way, give way ye Gates, and win 

Glide, gentle streams, and beare . 

Glory be to the Graces ! . . . . 

God, as He is most Holy knowne 

God, as He 's potent, so He 's likewise known 

God (as the leamM Damascen doth write) 

God bought man here with His heart's blood expence 

God can do all things, save but what are known 

God can't be wrathfuU ; but we may conclude 

God co'd have made all rich, or all men poore 

Goddesse, I begin an Art .... 

Goddesse, I do love a Girle .... 

Goddesse o/Youth^ and Lady of the Sprite 

God did forbid the Israelites, to bring 

God doth embrace the good with love ; & gaines 

God doth not promise here to man, that He 

God from oar eyes ail teares hereafter wipes 

God gives not onely come, for need . 

God gives to none so absolute an Ease 

God had but one Son free from sin ; but none 

God has a Right Hand, but is quite bereft . 

God has foure keyes, which He reserves alone 

God has His whips here to a twofold end . 

God hates the Duall Number ; being known 

God hath this world for many made ; 'tis true . 

God hath two wings, which He doth ever move 

God heares us when we pray, but yet defers 

God He refiiseth no man ; but makes way . 

God He rejects all Prayers that are sleight 

God hides from man the reck'ning Day, that H 

God in His own Day will be then severe . 

God, in the holy Tongue, they call . 

God is above the sphere of our esteem 

God is all fore-part ; for, we never see 

God u all-present to whate're we do . 

God is all-suffrance here ; here He doth show 

God, is His Name of Nature ; but that word 

God is Jehovah cal'd ; which name of H\s . 

God is wore here, then m another pVace 
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GaduDQtonE 

God loadi, and unloaili, (thus Jlii 



:«id, when Hs 



lUI^IIIg 



God icoureeth tome severely, v 

Gods Grsi^e dcKTVcs hEte Is b« 
Gods hllldi ue round. & tmoat 
God's PriKiita Tm^ri lunir j> 
God"* pregenlev^ where: but 
God'i Rod doth inlch wfaUe mi 
God's nid ens heaits lo haiden 



idofle 



God julen not Hti Sain 
God 'l undivided, One in 
God temptcth no one (at 
God then confounds man 
God I lo mj' little meale . 

God when for sin He raal 

God when He's angrr hece with an; on 
God when He takes my roods and dull 
God, who me gives a wid for to repent 
God, who 's in Heaven, wiJl hear from t1 
God will have ail, or naoe; serve Him, I 
Got, happy Rose, and eiiterwove 
Goe,perjur'dman; ^d if ihon ere rem 
th, my booke, though Lale 
id with this pflTling Idsse ^ 



GoIm< 



.Jorn 



Gold t 'vb ...... .V. .^ .. ^^. . 

Gold serves for Tribute to the King . 

Gone &he is a iong, long way 

Gaad anil trttll Gi«i I howsho'd I fenre 

Good day, Mirtillo. Mirt. And to you no 

Good manow lo the dav so fair . 

Good speed, for I this day .... 

Go on, brave Hoplon, lo effectuate that 
Go pretiie child, and beore this Flower 
Go wocie yoDug Charles no norg lo looke . 
C^w EoitWDenAs.ltmaUctsniil at all . 
Grow upmBawit.^,ai^iL0^4tiW.\rt^ai , 
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Hansome yoa are, and Proper you will be . 

Happily I had a sight 

Ki^py s that man, to whom God g^ves 

Have, have ye no regard, all ye . 

Rave I not blest Thee t Then go forth ; nor fear 

Rave ye beheld (with much delight) . 

Realth is the first good lent to men . 

Reare, ye Virgins, and He teach 

Heaven b not given for our good works here 

Reav*!! is most faire ; but fairer He . 

Hell is no other, but a soundlesse pit . 

Hell is the place where whipping-cheer abounds 

Helpe me ! helpe me 1 now I call 

Help me, Julia, for to pray . . 

Hence a blessed soule is fled 

Hence, hence, profane ; soft silence let us have 

Hence, hence prophane, and none appeare 

Hence they have bom my Lord ; behold ! the Stone 

Here a little child I stand . 

Here a pretty Baby lies 

Here a solemne Fast we keepe . 

Here down my wearyed limbs He lay 

Here, here I live 

Here, here I live with what my Board 
Here I my selfe might likewise die 
Here lies a Virgin, and as sweet . 
Here lyes Johnson with the rest . 
Here sne hes, a pretty bud . 
Here she l]res (in Bed of Spice) . 
Here we securely live, and eate . 
Her £]res the Glow-worme lend thee . 

Her pretty feet 

He tnat ascended in a cloud, shall come 

Hg that is hurt seeks help: sin b the wound 

He that will not love, must be . 

Holy-rood come forth and shield 

Holy Water come and bring 

Holy waters hither bring . 

HoDonr thy Parents ;^ but good manners call 

Hcmoor to you who sit .... 

How am I bound to Two 1 God who doth give 

How am I ravisht 1 when I do but see 

How can I choose but love, and follow her 

How dull^ind dead are books, that cannot show 

How fierce was I, when I did see 

How long, Perenna, wilt thou see 

How Love came in, I do not know 

How rich a man is, all desire to know 

How rich and pleasing thou, my Julia art . 

How well contented in thb private Grange 

Humble we must be, if to Heaven we go . 



I a Dirge will pen for thee 
I am 11017. while I stand 
/ am ofall her^ , 
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I am Sive-Uke, and can hold 

I am zeallesse \ prethee pray 

I askt my Lucia bat a klsse 

I ask't thee oft, what Poets thou hast read .... 

I b^nne to wadne in si^ht 

I br^e thy Bracelet 'gainst my will 

I bring thee Love. Quest. What will love do? . 
I bum, I bum; and beg of you . . .~ . 

I call, I call : who doe ye call? , . 

I can but name thee, and methinks I call . . . ' . 

I cannot love, as I hiave loVd before 

I cannot pipe as I was wont to do 

I cannot suffer ; and in thb, my part 

I co'd but see thee yesterday 

I co'd never love indeed 

I could wish you all, who love 

I crawle, I creep ; my Christ, I come 

I dare not ask a lusse 

I dislikt but even now 

I do believe, that die I must 

I doe love I know not what 

I do not love, nor can it be 

I do not love to wed . ^ 

I dream'd we both were in a bed 

I dreamt, last night. Thou didst transfuse 

I dreamt the Roses one time went 

If after rude and boystrous seas . . ^ 

If all trangressions here should have their pay .... 

If any thing delight me for to print 

If, deare Anthea, my hard fate it be 

I feare no Earthly Powers 

If hap it must, that I must see thee lye ..... 
If I dare write to You, my Lord, who are . . . . ' . 
If I have plaid the Truant, or have here ..... 

If I kisse Anthea's brest 

If I lye unburied Sir , 

If meat the Gods give, I the steame 

If men can say that beauty dyes 

If 'mon^st my many Poems, I can see _ 

If nine times you your Bride-groome kisse 

I freeze, I freeze, and nothing dwels 

If so be a Toad belaid 

If that my Fate has now fulfill'd my yeere 

If thou aske me (Deare) wherefore 

If Thou beest taken, God forbid 

If thou dislik'st the Piece thou light'st on first .... 

If thou hast found an honie-combe 

if warre, or want shall make me grow so poore .... 
If when these Lyricks (Cesar) You shall heare .... 

If ye feare to be affrighted 

If ye wiW w\0\ MaX) tov^l ^'Wlc^ . 

I havea\caden,tYio\x«t«iaS.\.olicA^ 

Ihavebecnwanlou, ax\^x.oo\j«AA.\\tax^ . . , ^ 

Ihavelost, and\at^;^,xVvesfc • , \ * • • . . 
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I heard ye co'd coole heat ; and came 

I held Love's head while it did ake . 

I lately fri'd, hat now hehold 

lie come, I 'le creep, (though Thou dost threat) 

He come to thee in all those shapes . 

He get me hence 

I le nope no more 

Ue nng no more, nor will I longer write 

lie to thee a Simnell bring .... 

lie write, because He give .... 

n'e write no more of Love ; but now repent 

I make no haste to have my Numbers read 

I'm free from thee; and thou no more shalt heare 

Immortall clothing I put on 

I 'm nek of Love ; O let me lie 

I must ... 

In a (Urtie Haire-lace . 

In a Dreame, Love bad me go 

In all thy need, be thou possest 

In doing justice, God shall then be known . 

In Gods commands, ne're ask the reason why 

In God there 's nothing, but 'tis known to be 

In hdy meetings, there a man may be 

In Nombers, and but these few . 

In Prayer the Lips ne'er act the winning part 

In sober mornings, doe not thou reherse . 

Insteadof Orient Fearls, of Jet . 

Instruct me now, what love will do 

In the houre of my distresse 

In the morning when ye rise 

In the old Scripture I have often read 

In this little Ume is laid .... 

In this little Vault she lyes .... 

In this world (the Isle of Dreames) 

In time of life. I grace't ye with my Verse . 

In ^nan oar laoours are, whatsoe're they be 

I plaid with Love, as with the (Ire ^ . 

I prest my Julia's lips, and in the kisse 

I saw about her spotlesse wrist . 

I saw a Cherry weep, and why ? . 

I saw a Flie within a Beade 

I send, I send here my supremest kiss 

I nng of Brooks, of Blossomes, Birds, and Bowers 

I sin^ thy praise laecus 

Is this a Fast, to keep . 

Is thb a life, to break thy sleep 

It is sufficient if we pray ^ • 

It was, and still my care is . 

I've paid Thee, what I promised ; that 's not All 

I who have favour'd many, come to be 

I will be short, and having quickly hurl'd . 

I will confesse 

I will no longer kiss 

I would to dod, that mine old age might have 
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Jacob God's Beggar was ; and so we wait 
J ealotis Girles tnese sometimes were 
Jehovah, as BoStitis saith . 
Jone is a wench that's painted 

Tulia and I did lately sit 

[ulia, I bring 

fulia, if I chance to die ^ . 

[ulia was carelesse, and withall 

FuHa* when thy Herrick dies 

fustly our dearest Saviour may abhorre us 

Kindle the Christmas Brand and then 
Kissing and bussing differ both in this 
Knew'st thou, one moneth wo'd take thy life away 

Labour we must, and labour hard 

Laid out for dead, let thy last kindnesse be 

Lasciviousness is known to be . 

Last night I drew up mine Account . 

Lay by the good a while ; a resting field . 

Let all chaste Matrons, when they chance to see 

Let but thy voice engender with the string 

Let faire or foule my Mistresse be 

Let me be warme ; let me be fully fed 

Let me not live, if I not love 

Let me sleep this night away 

Let not that Day God's Friends and Servants scare 

Let not thy Tomb-stone er'e be laid by me 

Let others looke for Pearle and Gold 

Let others to the Printing Presse run fast . 

Let 's be jocund while we may . 

Lets call for Hymen if agreed thou art 

Let 's live in hsust ; use pleasures while we may 

Lets now take our time .... 

Let 's strive to be the best ; the Gods, we know it 

Let there be Patrons ; Patrons like to thee 

Let the superstitious wife .... 

Let us now take time, and play . . 

Let us (though late) at last (my Silvia) wed 

Life is the Bodie's light ; which once declining 

Life of my life, take not so soone Thy flight 

Like to a Bride, come forth, my Booke, at last 

Lillies will languish ; Violets look ill . 

Live by thy Muse thou shalt ; when others die 

Live, live with me, and thou shalt see 

Looke in my Book, and herein see 

Look how our foule Dayes do exceed our faire 

Look, how the Rainbow doth appeare 

Look upon Sapho's lip, and you will swear 

Lord, do not oeat me 

Lord, I am \\\ce to "Misletoe 

Lord, 1 confcsse,t\vaxT\ic»aL2\'cw\fe«x\.^ble , 

Lord, Thou liasi ^^veti lafc sl «JC^ 

Lost to the vrotXd; \osV.vo m-^ «\^t\ ^Q»fc 

Loth to depart, Wt yet ax \«sX,t^etici^*^ 
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Love and my selfe (beleeve me) on a day ..... 

Love bade me aslce a gift 

Iiove brought me to a silent Grove 

Love he that will ; it best likes me 

Lovei I have broke 

Love in a showre of Blossomes came 

Love, I recant 

Love is a Circle, and an Endlesse Sphere 

Love is a circle that doth restlesse move 

Love is a kind of wamre : Hence those who feare 

Love is a Leven, and a loving kisse 

Love is a sirrup ; and who er'e we see 

Love, like a Beggar, came to me 

Love, like a Gypsie, lately came 

Love love begets ; then never be 

Love, love me now, because I place 

Love on a day, (wise Poets tel^ 104 

Liove 's a thing, (as I do heare) 115 

Love scorch'd my finger, but did spare 26 

Love-sick I am, and must endure 57 

Love 's of itself too sweet ; the best of all 301 

Maidens tell me I am old 

Maids nay's are nothing, they are shie 

Make haste away, and let one be ^^^ 

Make, make me Thine, my gracious God 324 

Make me a heaven ; and make me there 

Man is a Watch, wound up at first, but never .... 

Many we are, and yet but few possesse 

May his pretty Duke-ship grow 

Men say y' are faire ; and faire ye are, 'tis true .... 

Mercy, the wise Athenians held to be 

Me thought I saw (as I did dreame in bed) .... 
Me thought (last night) Love in an anger came ... 

Mighty Neptune, may it please . . ^ 126 

Mineeyes, like clouds, were drizling raine .... 228 

Mop-eVd I am, as some have said 

More discontents I never had 

More white than whitest Lillies far . . . 
Mtisick, thou Queen of Heaven, Care-charming spel 

My dearest Love, since thou wilt go 

My faithful friend, if you can see 

My God, I 'm wounded by my sin ^ 

My God ! looke on me with Thine e3re 316 

My head doth ake 

My Lucia in the deaw did go 

My many cares and much distress 

My Muse in Meads has spent her many houres .... 

My soule would one day s[oe and seeke 

My wearied Barke, O let it now be Crown'd t . • . . 
My wooing 'sendea : now my weddings neere .... 

Naught are all Women : I say no ...... 

Never my Book's perfection did ap^e»xe ... * * 
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Night lulli <!□ wing^ EH him llml oumal iLcep . 
NightbidciODiihcrts; illfiuluihcnpenlon'dbc . 
Night oulcts no diffen'nce 'iwiil the PtkbI and Cluk 
No»h the. first wu (u Tradition ayes) . . , 



Koone-dar and Midnight thall 



NQthing hftrd, or harsh can pr 



■ Jave'wiUnotli 



■ifr.i's 



e, when all the lighU wh dim . 

V, ntjw the mirth comes 

Wlllh nf Men, or ragn of Seal 



jt d«<ul. no tiye shall cv 



lygift; hut fit}! th« La< 



, ^ f. Love, and D«erl 
OatSKhe'li»es^5ii"l!^B^ 
" ™ly fire has H ■■ 




Onelr a IikIe m 

Open thj gale* , 

Or lookl lliiui ui 

Oraheai be went (as Fneti tell) . 

Them, l\ie -wonder of all dayes I 

1 Tire ' ■ 
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O Yeares ! and Age ! Farewell 
O t you the Virgins nine ! . 



Paradise is (as from the Leam'd I gather) . 
Pardon me God, (once more I thee intreat) 
Pardon my trespasse (Silvia), I confesse . 
Partly worke and partly play 
Part of the worke remames ; one part is past 
Panl, he benin ill, but he ended well . 
Permit me, Julia, now to goe away . 
Permit mine eyes to see .... 
Phoebus ! when that I a Verse . 
Play I co'd once ; but (gentle friend) you see 
Play, Phoebus on thy Lute . . 
Play their offensive and defensive parts 
Please your Grace, from out your Store 
Ponder my words, if so that any be . 
Prayers and Praises are those spotlesse two 
Predestination is the Cause alone 
Prepare for Songs ; He 's come. He 's come 
Prue, my dearest Maid, is sick . 
Put off thy Robe of Purple ; then go on . 
Put on thy Holy Fillitings, and so 
Put on your silks ; and piece by pieoe 
Putrefaction is the end .... 



Rapine has yet tooke nought from me 
Rare are thy cheeks Susanna, which do show 
Rare is the voice itselfe ; but when we sing 
"Raae Temples thou hast seen, I know 
Reach, with your whiter hands, to me 
Readers, wee entreat ye pray . . 

Read thou my Lines, my Swetnaham, if there be 
Rise, Household-gods, and let us goe . 
Roaring is nothing but a weeping part 
Rotes at first were white .... 
Roses, you can never die . 



Sabbaths are threefold, as S. Austlne sayes 
Sadly I walk't within the field . 
Sapho, I will chuse to go . 
Science in God, is known to be . . 
Sea-bom Goddesse, let me be * . . 
See, and not see ; and if thou chance t' espie 
See how the poor do waiting stand 
Seeing thee Soame, I see a Goodly man 
See'st thou that Cloud as silver cicare 
Seest thou that Cloud that rides in State . 
Seest thou those Diamonds which she weares 
Shall I a daily Begger be ... . 
Shall I go to Love and tell . . . . ^ 
Shamt cktcks ourjirsi attempts ; but then 'tis 
Shapcot I to thee the Fairy State , • 
She by the river sate, and utting there 
51ie irept upon her cheeks, and weeping so 
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Sho'd I not put on Blacks, when each one here 
Shut not so soon j the duU-ey'd night 
Sick is Anthea, sickly b the spring . 
Since for thy full deserts (with all the rest) 
Since Jack and Jill both wicked be . 
Since shed or Cottage I have none 
Since to th' Country first I came 
Sin is an act so free, that if we shall . 
Sin is the cause of death ; and sin's alone 
Sin leads the way, but as it goes, it feels 
Sinners confounded are a twofold way 
Sin never slew a soule, unlesse there went 
StM HO existence ; Nature none it hath 
Sin once reacht up to God's etemall Sphere 
Sitting alone (as one forsook) 
Smoou was the Sea, and seem'd to call 
So Good'luck came, and on my roofe did light 
So long (it seem'd) as Maries Faith was small 
So long you did not sing, or touch your Lute 
So look the mornings when the Sun . . 
So looks Anthea, when in bed she lyes 
Some ask'd me where the Rubies grew? 
Some parts may perish ; dye thou canst not all 
Some salve to every sore, we may apply . 

Some would know 

Sorrowes our portion are : Ere hence we goe 

So smell those odours that do rise 

So smooth, so sweet, so silv'ry is thy voice. 

So soft streams meet^ so springs with gladder smiles 

Sound teeth has Lucie, pure as Pearl, and small 

Spesjc, did the Bloud of Abel cry 

Spend Harmless shade, thy nigntly Houres 

Spring with the Larke, most comely Bride, and meet 

Stand by the Magick of my powerfull Rhymes . 

Stand forth, brave man, since fate has made thee here 

Stand with thy Graces forth, Brave man, and rise 

Stately Goddesse, do thou please 

Stay while ye will, or goe . 

Store of courage to me grant 

Suffer thy le^, but not thy ton^e to walk 

Suspicion, Discontent, and Strife 

Sweet Amarillis, by a Spring's . 

Sweet are my Julia's lips and cleane . 

Sweet, be not proud of those two eyes 

Sweet Bridget blusht, & therewithal! . 

Sweet Country life, to such unknown 

Sweet Oenone, doe but say . 

Sweet virgin, that I do not set . ^ 

Sweet Western Wind, whose luck it is 

Take mine advice, and ^o not neere .... 
Teares most ptevaSVe ; -mvHx teai«& vw> \J\qu. mayest move 
Teares ihougl^tV aie\i«e\>t\o^>i!tvfei\x«L«t^\srcc«. » 

Tell if tbott canst (3ax^Attv\V^^^«^<i^^^'^'^««^^ 
Tell me rich man, fox vVat'vtitetvv . . . . 
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hat needs those rich deceits 
3ung man, or did the Muses bring 
(rave Man, fain thou wo'dst have access 
)u cleere and heavenly Tongue . 
ns hurt not, though they have accesse 
ing for a former doth invite 
ce removing, (like a Shepherds Tent) 
'd too farre ; but Furie now forbeare . 
it did die, the Pagan saith . 
of Gallants which approach 
tven Lusters I did never come 
re-glasse, which there ye see 
prettie bleeding part . 
last long ; let it thy first care be 
'twixt men do's ever longest last 
na, which God on His people cast 
le which saw me made a Bride . 
;'s a God, we all do know . 
mong the Good are here mixt ever 
of Abel was a thing .... 
I (almost) now of my book I see . 
irs, in the Talmud, say 
Hell this strange condition hath 
require the thignes .... 

s astride 

i their beds, and offices of ease 
;, when they built Houses (I have read) 
our sorrowes here and sufirings cease 
r thred of life we spin . 

pole is up 

w touch of musick most doth wotmd 

tains of the Scriptures are (some say) 

[ live when I did see . 

comfort of my life 

n crowns the Place ; your lot doth fall 

evill that we do commit . 
tion of the name made known 
> constraint to do amisse 
was sick, and smiling di'd . 
(-bell calls ; and, Julia, I must read 

who crownes the Conquerour, will be 
h beauties (we can prove) . 
ings were Maidens once that lov'd 
imer- Birds did with thy master stay 
p'rall goods Gcnd (the most Wise) commends 
: of man's face is no more^ . . 

^h of Baptisme , that 's within . 
.bundance of my store . 
i of Saints more sweet by farre 
:he Bridegroom stayes from hence 
ight is^ no other thing (we say) . 

1 Marie was (as I have read) 
n-Mother stood at distance (there) 
is done ; now let my LAvrreU be . 
r is done : young men and maidens, %ftX 
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^Tt by th* . 



Thiillrt -, -- -, 

This u mv eoiiilbtl, when shi 

lllii lAdy-t ahoct, Ihu MiitioKihe 
Tbli Stone on (el! the storic of my lU 
Tho«B Ganumti I»ilin( lyeraiare 
Thou ills that motull mm endure 
Tlion Ssinti, whlcb God tavu but . 

Thoa vt A plant npning npi- ------- - 






Hi ill lost love [he best 



Thou cani'it IS cuie me q>«tot) of my cold 

TliouKh FnuikinsenH tbe t>eiti<4 lequlte '. 
TboDgb I cannot pve ihee fires . 
Thoneh Ttann beest *ll that Active Love . 
TbouTud'at the «Te»ih betpre, now tate the T 
Thou bsii made many Houset foi the Dad 
Thou bait promli'd. Lord, lo be . 
Thau knows! my jnlin, thai it is tby luine 
Tliau mieiity Loid and tnascer of the Lyre 
Thou saiT'sl knth others in this Areui here 
Thou mist thou loVst ou Sapho : 1 Hiy no 
Thou ay'u I'm dull; ifedge-lesuso 1 be 
Thou uyest Love's Dart .... 



Tboawboinlit m 



Thrice bappieRost 



at Cmy&oide'Hhsdfe)an 



Thy former commr was to ca.e . 
Thysooly Godhead, I desire . 
■nil I sbaii come again, iet this su£Sm 
Tlmewaiupon^ ._ . . . 

Tis hard to fiade God. but lo comiJiel 

"Tis no di!coniia«,\n vl» world to fail 
"Ttt nol a t^ioa^ma Svl\\od^^ ««» 
'Tisnot ev'cy^yjl^^^"^ 
'T« not zrealness t\«^ 
■TU nolftiEfoo*!^"'-'-' 
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Tis said, as Cupid danc't among 

To all our wounds, here, whatsoe're they be 

To a Love- Feast we both invited are . 

To Bread and Water none is poore . 

To fetch me Wine my Lucia went 

To find that Tree of Life, whose Fruits did feed 

To eather Flowers Sappha went^ 

To him, who longs unto his Christ to go . 

To his Book's end this last line he 'd have plac't 

To joyn with them who here confer . 

To me my Julia lately sent . . . 

To>morTow, Julia, I betimes must rise 

To m^ revenee, and to her desp'rate feares 

To Ftint our Poems, the propulsive cause . 

To read my Booke the Vu^in shie 

To seek of God more then we well can find 

To sup with thee thou didst me home invite 

To thu white Temple of my Heroes, here . 

Touch but thy Lire (my Harrie) and I heare 

To work a wonder, God would have her shown 

Tread Sirs, as liehtly as ye can . 

True mirth resides not in the smiling skin . 

True rev'rence is (as C^ssiodore doth prove) 

Trust me Ladies, I will do . 

Tumble me down, and I will sit 

*Twa8 but a single Rose .... 

*Twas not Lov's Dart 

Twice has Pudica been a Bride, and led 
TwUi^ht, no other thing is, Poets say 
Two instruments belong unto our God 

Under a Lawne, then skyes more cleare 

Upon her cheekes she wept, and from those showers 

Virgins promis'd when I dy'd .... 
Virgins, time-past, known were these . 

Wantons we are ; and though our words be such 
Wanton Wenches doe not bring . 
Wash clean the Vessell, lest ye soure . 
Wash your hands, or else the fire 
Wassaile the Trees^ that they may beare . 

Water, water I desire 

Water, Water I espie 

We are Coheires with Christ ; nor shall His own 

We blame, nay, we despise her paines 

Weelcome ! but yet no entrance, till we blesse 

Weepe for the dead, for they have lost this light 

Weigh me the Fire ; or canst thou find 

Welcome, Great Cesar, welcome now you are 

Welcome, Maids of Honour 

Welcome, most welcome to our Vowes and us 

Welcome to this my Colledge, and though late 

We merit all we suffer, and by far 

Were I to give thee Baptime, 1 wo*d chuM 
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Whit cmn 1 do in Pnetiy 
Whu I eu ray Kellun drink 1 
WhBl Cantdimct, uy, is it in 
Whatever cDniu, W <( be corn 
Whu Fin decreed, Time noi 
WkBt God give!, ud what we 
What hen we hope Tor, m sbi 
Whit I rucT, I approve . 
WhatiiaKiiK? Wbythi(,i 
WhAI needs complain t« 
What need we muuy Women, 
Whsl olF'tpriiiE other men hi' 



What will ye (my poor Orplu 

What Wiidome.^^^mioc, \ 

When a DaffuUll I see . . . 

When after muiy Lusters Ihon shalt be 

When an or Chance has made me blind 

When Jl Birds els do of Iheir muiick fslli 

When H man's Faith U fioRn np, as dead 

When as Leonder yoone wos dcowo'd 
Wheneie I go, or what no ere hefalh . 
When ere my keall, Love'a waimth, but e 
When first ] Bnd those Numbers thou do's 
When dowine Earmenls I behntd 
When r a ship see on the Seas . 
When I a Veme shall make 
When I behold a Fone^t spnad 
When I heboid Thee, almost slain . 
When I coniider (Dearest) ihoa dost stBT 
When I departed am. rine thou my knelf 
When t did Eoe from thee, I Telt that small 
When I goe Hence, ye CloEct-Gods, 1 feare 
When I love, (as some have told) , . 
When I ol Villars doe hut heue the name 
When 1 shall sin, pardon my irespasse here 
When I ihroueh all my many Poems look 
When I thy Pan,s runne ore, 1 cin-t espie 
When 1 ihy singing neil shall heaie . 

"■" -imp^Mstn Jack ^ffwant ofm. 

& ^\a%\t^ ' 
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When my off*rin|; next I make ... 

When once the sin has fully acted been • 

When once the Soule has lost her way 

When out of bed my Love doth sprine ^ 

When some shall say, Faire once my Silvia was 

When that day comes, whose evening; sayes I 'm gone 

When thou do'st play, and sweetly sing 

When Thou wast taken. Lord, I oft have read 

When to a House I come, and see 

When to thy Porch I come, and (ravisht) see 

When we 'gainst Satan stoutly fight, the more 

When well we speak, & nothing do that 's good 

When what is lov'd is Present, love doth spring 

When Winds and Seas do rage . . . 

When with the Virgin morning thou do'st rise 

When words we want. Love teacheth to endite 

Where God is merry, there write down thy fears 

Where love begins, there dead thy first desire 

Where others love, and praise my Verses ; still 

Whether I was m^ selfe. or else did see 

While Fates permit us, let 's be merry 

While, L3rdia, I was loVd of thee 

While the milder Fates consent 

While thou didst keep thy Candor undefil'd 

White as Zenobia's teeth, the which the Girles 

White though ve be ; yet, Lillies, know . 

Whither dost thou whorr^ me . . . 

Whither, Mad maiden, wilt thou roame? . 

Whither? Say, whither shall I fly . 

Whom sho'd I feare to write to, if I can 

Who read'st this Book that I have writ 

Who will not honour Noble Numbers, when 

Why doe not all fresh maids appeare 

Why doe ye weep, sweet Babes? can Tears 

Why do'st thou wound, & break my heart 

Why I tve about thy wrist .... 

Why, ftuulam, will ye longer weep 

Why so slowly do you move 

Why this Flower is now call'd so 

Whv wore th' Egyptians Jewells in the Eare ? 

Will ye heare, what I can say 

Wilt thou my true Friend be? . 

With blamelesse carriage. I liv'd here 

With ffolden Censers, ana with Incense, here 

Wo'd I see Lawn, clear as the Heaven, and thin? 

Wo'd I wooe, ana wo'd I winne 

Wo'd yee have fresh Cheese and Cream? . 

Woe, woe to them, who (by a ball of strife) 

Words beget Anger ; Anger brings forth blowes 

Yee pretty Huswifes, wo'd ye know . . 

Vee silent shades, whose each tree here 

Ve have been fresh and green 

Ye mMjr Mimper. blush, and sndle 

You Mre m umi, an Earle, nay more, m ^Hiu 
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You are a Tulip seen to-day . . 

You aske me wnat I doe, and how I live T . 
You have beheld a smiling Rose . . 
Young I was, but now am old . . 
You say I love not, 'cause I doe not play . 
You say, to me-wards your affection 's strong 
You say y'are sweet ; how sho'd we know . 
You see this gentle streame, that glides 
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